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WARBLERS DELIGHT. 


— ; n 


A favorite Scotch Ballad, ſung by Miſs Wright, 
at Vauxhall. , 


TarroVGH THE Woop LaDDie. 


NDY, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn ; 

8 ' Thy preſence could caſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me: | 

Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 

Or through the Wood Laddie, until thou return, 


Tho? W now are bonny, and mornings are 
clear, 

While lav'rocks age ſinging, 

And primroſes ſpringing, c 

Yet nane of them pleaſes, mine eye or mine ear, 

When thro' the Wood Laddie ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell, 
Pm faſnh'd with their ſcorning, 

Baith ev'ning and morning, As 
Their jeering gas aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
W cn thro? the TIN I wander my fell. 
* | Then 


* 
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Then ſtay, any dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in languor till that happy day, 
When thro* the Wood Laddie, we'll « — ſing, 
and play. 


2 w=_ 
ry 


Sung by Miſs Wright, in Daphne and Amyntor, 
8 AY, Oh! too lovely creature, 
Thou cauſe of all any ſmart; 


*. © What means this palpitation 
Without a feeling heart. 


HI bere's conjuration in it: 
It, ceaſes— Then, in a minute, 
_. --. — nappingy 

| /. Such tapping 

CE 5 xf it ne'er — rens 

p * | 3 Mine 00, I vow, + * 
PP I-can't tell how, 

1 like to burſt k my. breaſt, 


. 2 LS mas | * * 


Z E 5 — Daphne and RY 
= IN vain, in ſearch of quiet, 
. 5 N E 7 


to place I range; 
augmenting, 


e ales fad n, 
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Deligh 


— — 


=. Av 
Delights ſo lately charming, 
Have loſt their pow'r to pleaſe : 
Yet ſomething, could I find it, 
Methinks would give me eaſe. 


9 , * 
— * — — 
* * 
. — » 
o , 


 Thre? the Wood Laſſie, or Sawney's Return. 


H! Nelly, no longer thy Sawney now 
mourn, 
Let muſic and pleaſure, 
Abound without meaſure : 
On hillocks and mountains, or low in the burn, 
Or thro' the wood, laſſie, ſing Sawney's return, 
Or thro? the wood, &c. 


Since I have been abſent from thee, my dear Nell, 
No content, no delight, 
Have I known day or niglt. 
The murmuring ſtreams, and the hills echo tell, 
How thro' the wood, laſſie, I breath'd my ſad 


knell, - £ | 4 
| Throꝰ the wood, . 
But now to all ſorrow I bid a full dieu, 
And with joy like the dove, | 
TI: m return'd to my love: | 
The maxim of loving in truth let's purſue, + 
Then thro? the 2 laſſie, we'll bonnily = 
| | Thro' the wood, & . 


B 2 8 Coms 


2 
While thro' the wood, happy, we dance ſing 


| Are not the Attractions, &c. Sub! 
Good nature, good ſenſe, and an honeſt free | 


For a time beauty charms, but ſo certain is age, 


Which like ſyrens do pierce, and like ſyrens 


And PU! love her, and bleſs her, each day of 


(4) 


Comelads, and come laſſes, be blitliſome and gay, 
Let your hearts merry be, 7 
And your pipes full of glee : 

The highlands ſhall ring with the joys of the day, 


and play. 
Thro' the wood, &c. 


— — a — 


— — 


The JUDICIOUS CHOICE. 


By Mr. Fawcett, at Richmond. 
Beautiful face, and a form without fault, The 


Are not the attractions by which I am 
caught, 


. 8 Nati 
Are perfections in woman to which I'm inclin'd, All. 
Are perfections, &. | | 


That who with a beauty alone wou'd engage, 


- Since time ſurely dulls the brighteſt of eyes, 


And a face is a flow'r that bloſſoms and dies. 
Then Venus begone with your poor empty joys, 


_ deſtroy; 
Come friendſhip and ſenſe, and chuſe me a wife, 


my life. 


The 


N 
The THRUSH. 
Sung by Miſs Wright, at Vauxhall. 


0% EET Thruſh, that makes the vernal year, 
Sweeter than Flora can appear: a 
As Philomel attends thy lay, 

She envies the return of day. 

The tuneful lyre and ſwelling flute, 

At thy rich warbling ſhall be mute: 

Vocal minſtrel, thy ſoft lay 

Treaſures up and ends the May. 


Hark ! how the blackbird woos his love 
The {k1lPd muſician of the grove; © 
On thorn, as perch'd, he nobly fings, : 
A cadence for the ear of kings : f 
Sublime and ſoft, gay and ſerene, yh 
A virginal to hail a queen; 
Nature's muſic thus improves, - 
All the graces and the loves. 


* 


* Ly * 8 


—— 


The LILLY of the VALE. 
By Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. L.- 
HE fragrant lilly of the vale, - 2 
So elegantly fair; * 5 
hoſe ſweets perfume the fanning gale, 
To Chloe I compare: 
hat tho? on earth it lowly grows, 
And ftrives its head to hide ; 
ts ſweetneſs far outvies the roſe. 
That flaunts with ſo much pride, 2 
£2 B 3 The 


** 


(6) 

The coftly tulip owes its hue t $! 
To many a gaudy ſtain; A 
In this we view the virgin white, V 
Of innocence remain. B. 

See how the curious floriſt's hand 
Uprears its humble head; Al 
And to preſerve the charming flow'r, Bu 
Tranſplants it to his bed. A1 
| There, while it ſheds its ſweets around, Ye 
3 How ſhines each modeſt grace; Bu 
| ; Enraptur'd how its owner ſtands, | 
1 To view its lovely face. W 
3 But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve, Bu 
| The inf'rence of my tale, To 
May I the floriſt be, and thou An 
. My lilly of the vale. Bu 
i 8 3 F | 1 
Th 
O FYE for SHAME. No 
By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. — 
S thro” the grove I chanc'd to ſtray, No 
I met young Phillis on her way ; was 

flew like light'ning to her arms, 


And gaz'd in rapture on her charms * 
Her looks reveal'd a modeſt flame, 
But still the cry'd, O fye for ſhame! 
| Her looks reveal'd a modeſt flame, 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 
With eager haſte I ſtole a kiſs, 
Which bluſhing Phillis took amis; 


7 


Sh 


„ 

dhe puſh'd me from her with a frown 
And call'd me bold preſuming clowny**” 
While I confeſs'd myſelf to blame, 
But ftill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame; * © 

In tender fighs I told my love, 
And pledg'd my faith on things above; 
But ſhe like all her ſex was ſhy, 
And tho' I ſwore, would not comply: 
Yet I perceiv'd ſhe met my flame, 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 

When this I ſaw, I quickly cry'd, 
Will lovely Phillis be a bride ; 
But hark! I hear the tinkling bell, 
To church let's go, it pleas'd her well : 


And ſoon a kind 97 iance came, 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O! fye for ſhame. 


Now Hymen's band have made us one, 
The&joys we taſte to few are known ; 
No jealous fears our boſoms move, 

For conſtant each, we truly love: 
She now declares Pm not to blame, 
Nor longer cries, O! fye for ſhame; _ 


11 ö 


PATTY of the MIL I. 
By Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 


AR ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom, 


' Whoſe fragrance ſheds a rich perfume, 
And all the meadows fill ; 
Much fairer than the lilly blows, 
More lovely than the bluſhing roſe, 
Is Patty of the mill. 


& 


— 


(8) 
The neighb'ring ſwains her beauty fir'd, 


With wonder ſtruck, they all admir'd, Bt 
And prais'd her from the hill : 0 
Each ſtrove with all his ruſtic art, Ss BL 
To ſooth and charm the honeſt heart : 
Of Patty of the mill. 7 
But vain were all attempts to move For 
A fixed heart, more true to love, A 
Than turtles when they bill. 
A chearful ſoul, a pleaſing grace, 9 
And ſweeet content ſmiles in the face, 
Of Patty of the mill. 


The good a friend in fortune find, 

Exalts the honeſt virtuous mind, 
And guards it from all ill: 

Ve fair for ever conſtant prove, 

Be ever kind, be true to love, 


Like Patty of the mill. 


—_— * 


The ADVICE. 
By Miſs Wright, at Vauxhall. 


: HE winter its deſolate train, Ha 
} Of froſt and of tempeſt may bring ; ogy 
Yet Flora ſteps forward again, Tx 

e And nature revives in the ſpring. &. | Re: 
Tho? the ſun, in his glory's decreas'd, Pot ul 

Of his beams in the ev'ning is ſhorn; We 

Yet he riſes with joy in the eaſt, —_ 


And repairs them again in the morn. 


But 


69 


But what can Fe ee recall, 
Or the bloſſoms of beauty reſtore ? 
When its leaves are beginning to fall, 
It dies and is heard of no more : 
The ſpring-time of love then employ, 
Tis a leſſon that's eaſy to learn; 
For Cupid's a vagrant, a boy, 
And his ſeaſon will never return. 


nod. 


The BRITISH FAIR. 
By Miſs Wright, at Vauxhall. 
P HOEBUS meaner themes diſdaining, 
To the lyriſt's call repair ; 
And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh Fair. 


Chiefs throughout the land victorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare ; | 


Were not gallant, were not glorious, _ 
ill commanded by the fair. 


All the works of worth or merit, 
ich the ſons of art prepare, 
Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd from the fair. 

Reaſon 1s as weak as paſſion, 
zut if you for truth declare, 

Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
avour'd by the Britiſh Fair. 


Advice 


( 10 ) 
Advice to the LADIES. 


By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
* E nymphs and ye ſhepherds that join is 
the throng, 
Pray-tarry a while, and attend to my ſong, An 
Pray tarry a while, &c. 
The ſtory, tho? ſimple, is true that I tell, 
I hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well. 
Wonderful well, &c. 

I went t'other day, to a wake on the green, 
And met with a laſs, fair as beauty's gay queen; 
I aſk'd for a kiſs, but the damſel cry'd no, 
And ſtruggled and frown'd, and ſaid, * pray 

let me go.“ b 
_ I tenderly ery'd, Phillis don't be a prude ; 
But ſtill ſhe return d, PH ery out if you're 


rude; ' | eh 
The more that I preſs'd her, the more ſbe Mit 
cry'd * no? 0 

And ſtruggled and frown'd, and ſaid, pra et 
let me go.“ | he 


„I found no entreaties would make her N 
Whenever I touch'd her, twas fye, Collin fye 
So I ſent for a parſon, and made her my wife, 

And now I am welcome to kiſs her for life. 


Ye virgins that hear, learn example from thi 
Take care how too freely you part with a kiſs; 
_ Conceal for a time all the favours you can, 
For that's the belt way to make fure of you 


MAN, 
THYR 


fun) | 
WHYRSIS and LAURA. 
By Mr. Fawcett, and Miſs Slack, at Richmond, 
E E nature ſheds her ſweets around, 
And fragrant violets deck the ground; 
Ind warbling birds do ſweetly ſing, | 
\nd tune their notes to hail the ſpring : 
5 And warbling birds, &c. 
Then haſte, my fair one, haſte away, 
et us like them enjoy the May. 


I. t us, &c. 
L AUR A. 
our pleaſing form, and artful tale, 


een, 

. ; hich can o'er any heart prevail ; 
no,? ou'd only to my ruin prove, 

| pray f Hymen do not crown our love. 


air virt ue's dictates I'll obey, 
Tho' love and you, ſay taſte the May, 


TH Y-R-S$ 1 
chold, my fair, yon turtle dove, 
ith what delight ſhe meets her love z 
o Bands, their mutual fondneſs cloy, 
« prajſſWelſtraint, but weakens every joy; 
hey never yield to Hymen's ſway, | . 


_y live and frolick in the May. 
n fye e ee 
wife, hould we, from them, example take, 
e. nd truſt our fame to 750 rake ; 
m thi} © Swains might boaſt deſpotic rules, 
kiſs nd we be nature's only fools, g 
* hen bound by Hymen's bands, I'II ſtray, | 
b you n my ſhepherd hail the May. 


3 


| oem. — — 
( 12) 
THYRSIS. 
Adieu to roving, or the fair; 
No more, both bleſſings muſt I ſhare; 
But I my Laura will not loſe, 
The charming maid, alone I chuſe : 


Then haſte to church, without delay, 
Where love and Laura crown the May. 


LC ADP RA 
No more ſhall ſwains, your conduct blame, 
Th' inconſtant Damon did the ſame ;' 
He for Paſtora felt the fire, 
Nor ſcorn'd to own his chaſte deſire; 
United now, joy crowns each day, 
And every month to them 1s May. 


Ve Shepherds from your nymphs ne'er rove, B. 
Ve Fair ne'er truſt the ſwain ye love | 
But if you real joys would claim, De 
Let Hymen crown the gen'rous flame, | 
Let Hymen crown, &c. Tü 
Then then with joy you'll ſport and play, . 
And revel in the ſweets of May, He 
And revel; &c. } 
— — At 
IS T. 5 
By Mr. Smith, at Richmond. C 
OUNG Jenny, the blytheſt that dwelt on | 
0 the plain, Qui 
r trip*d it each morn on the green, 
Unwounded around her e Bud there a N * 
Swain, — 


So winning, ſo graceful her mien. 
So winning, &c. : 


( 13 ) 
In van did each Shepherd his paſſion declare, 
Unmelted the ice in her breaſt, 
For oft as they brearh'd out their anguiſh the 
Fair, 
 Reply'd, that all love was a jeſt. 
Reply'd, that all love, &c. 


Young Jockey's a youth that could die and 
ore, 
In language averſe to his heart, 
Who'd = falſe and inconſtant as oft as he 


A y ſxill'd in his art. J 

With ſoft proteſtations approach'd the coy WT 
And ſighing his paſſion expreſt, 

But ſhe yet unmov'd by ought that he ſaid, 
Reply'd that all love was a jeſt. 


Dear Jenny, return'd he, my vows are ſincere, , 
Nay read but the flames in my eyes, 
The arrows of Cupid are ſtrangely fevere, 
Then do not his godhead defpile. 
He told her befides at her feet he would die, 
With all that his art could ſuggeſt; 7 
— At ar - P young Shepherdeſs mov'd with a 


Cries . but do you not jeſt. 


Quite conquer'd at laſt the could triumph no 
more, | 


But frankly yield up to the fwain, 

Not doubting her lover would always adore, 

, The charms he had labour'd to gains : 
C 


#74 . 


Severe 


114) 
Severe were the arrows of Cupid too true, 
She now felt the wound in her breaſt, 
Then forth from the damſel the run-away flew, 
With Y faith I but meant it in jeſt. 


Fair L A UR A. 
Sung by Mr. Gilſon. 
HEN lately I offer d fair Laura to kiſs, WW © 
She fleer'd and ſhe flouted and took ĩt 
5 amiſs, 
egone, you great booby, ſhe cry*d, with a frown, 
Do you think that I want to be kiſs'd by a 
clown. 
Be gone you great booby, &c. 
Thus ſpoke the proud charmer, and view'd 
me all round, 
With an eye of diſdain, and thrice ſpit on che 
und; 
Then — my voice with ſatirical ſneer, 
And ſent me away with a flea in my ear. 


The gas of the village, if they had their Wl x, 
wills 
Would kiſs me, and preſs me, to ſtay on the hills; 11 
They ſay that I'm fair, but this minx of the a 
town, 
Refus'd my ſweet kiſſes, and call'd me a clown. 
Sure, ſure the forgot, or perhaps did not 
know, 
That Bacchus fed herds in the vall below; 
That ons fair queen fell in love with 8 


And *in his came 70 tend on the * 
— 


ty & & 


> 


( 15 ) 
Yet Laura diſdains me, nor liſts to my vow, 
Say, is ſhe more lovely, then Venus I'd know f 


May the never find ſweethearts in city or plain, 
But lie always alone, yet ſtill wiſhing in vain. 


— — 


The cone , 
By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


Y the fide of a ftream, at the foot of a hill, 
I met with young Phœbe, wa hves at the 
mill, | 
I met with young Phœbe, &c, | 
My heart leapt with joy, at ſo pleaſing a fights | 
For Phœbe, 1 vow, is my only delight, 7 
My only delight, e⸗ 


L told her my love, and fat dawn | ter fide; 
And ſwore the next morning I'd her my 
„ H my fight, 

n anger ſhe ſai t you out of m ty . 
And 5 to your Pulli — met 27 — 
Surpriz d! I reply d, pray explain what uùꝶ 

mean, 4 
I never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen ; 
Nor can I conceive what my Phœbe is at. 
O can't you, ſhe cry d d. well I love you for that. 
Say, — you not meet her laſt * on this 
t? 
0 Collin, O Collin, you can't have forgor*/ | 
I heard the whole ſtory this you fo th 1 ſas 
21 Rill may deny it, 20 love * 


86169) 
"Tis falſe, I reply'd, deareſt Phebe, believe, 


For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive, 


_ You very well know he has ruin'd „ Ir. 

And ſure, my dear charmer, muſt ny for 

that. An 

Come, come, then ſhe cry'd, if you mean 

to be kind, a 

PU own + whe know the true ſtate of your . | 
min 


Tranſported I kid her, ſhe gave me a pat, 
I made her my wife, and ſhe loves me for that. 


— 6 — — 


ꝗͤ—ü— — — 


| The ROVER Reclaimed. 
By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


T Rambled about a twelvemonth I vow, 
In fearch of a damſel for life; 
or roving perplext me, I could not tell how, 
So ventur'd at laſt on a wife. 
For roving perplext me, &c. 5 
The girls of the town, each rake 1 well 
know, 


IlImditter the pleaſures of liſe; 
5 For evils on evils will conſtantly flow, 
And make us all wiſh for a wife. 


| A miſtreſs, tis true, that's youthful and 8. 
May ſweeten the troubles of life; 

And while ſhe is conſtant, drive ſorrow away, a 
| ane | WT His 


1 
1 ( „ 1 
Ia wedlock alone true pleaſure we find, | 
To gild the rough paſſage thro? life; 
Then chuſe out a laſs with a delicate mind, 1 
And make the dear charmer a wife. _ 
And you, O ye fair, be kind to the man | 
Who offers to bleſs you for life ; 
Be conſtant and true, and as fond as you can, 
For theſe are the charms of a wife. 


ö 


JOCKEY and IE NN v. 
By Miſs Brent, at Vauxhall. | | 
Apleſs Iovers who ſue in vain, : 
H Whoſe hearts are frozen with cold dada, 
Learn of ſockey, love's pleaſing art, | 
To quell a beauty's inſolence, and melt her 

heart. [ 
He, like you, wou'd figh and pine, | 

| 


From Phebus _ to his decline; 
I deny'd. and reply'd with ſcornful brow, _. 
Ah! Jockey will not do, prithee, prithee, 
leave me now. 1 
Gazing, advancing, his eyes love darting, 
Jenny, ſaid he, one IG at parting 3 + l 
Claſping then my ſlender waſte, | 7 
With eager arms he me embrac'd. ' | 
| 
| 
| 


Kiſs'd me, call'd on Heaven above, 
To record, his conftant love; 
Partially I ey'd him, faintly deny'd him; 

My Tongue bely'd my heart.. 

His ſhape, his face, and manly grace, L 
Strongly took my lover's part. 
Cz. I his 


— Cow - "IA 


R * * r > 


( 18 )- 
I his ſuit approving, he my dqubta removing, 

With ardor reply'd, I fly to bring the wedding, 
4 wedding ring : | 

Lovely Jenny is my bride, hopeleſs lovers miad 

what I ſing, | 


No eure for diſdain, like a kiſs and a ring. 


- * 2 8 


— , 


SHALL I, wASTIN O In DrSPAIR. 
8 Sung by Mr. Gilſon, 
- HALL I. waſting in deſpair, 


Die becauſe a woman's fair : 


Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 


Becauſe another's blooming are. 

Shall I wafting, &c. has 
Blooming as the day, 

Or the flow'ry meads in May, 


If ſhe thinks not well of me, 8 
What care I how fair ſhe be. ) ot + 


If ſhe thinks, &c. 


Shall a woman's goodneſs move, - 
Me to periſh for her love; 
Or her worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget my own; 
Be ſhe meeker, kinder than 
The title dove, or pelican, 
If ſhe be not ſo to me, 
What care I how kind ſhe be. 


reren eee 


66053 
Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
will never more deſpair, 
f ſhe love me, this believe, 8 
will die e're ſhe ſhall grieve; —2 
f ſhe ſlight me, when I woo, | 
will fcorn, and let her go, 
f ſhe be not made for me, 
hat care I for whom ſhe be. 
CONTENT. 
By Mr. Fawcett, at Ranelagh. 
'ER moor-lands and mountains, rudey , 
P barren and bare, | : 
As wearied and wilder'd I roam, — ö 
\ gentle young Shepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, | 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home, 1 4 
And leads, &c. | . 
ellow ſheafs from rich Ceres her cottage ha 
crown'd ; 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on her floor; 
er caſement, ſweet woodbines crept wantonly .  : 
round, 3 
And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door. f a 
e ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, FJ 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe eull'd me the beſt;,; 
hilſt thrown from my guard, by ſome glances. | 
ſhe caſt, „ 
a 
, | 


> dd So; 


TW i AMS 


Love lily ſtole into my breaſt: 
told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd 
(Ye virgins her voice was vines, | 
ve rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Yet take me fond Shepherd, I'm thine: - 


Ky 
* 
- - * 


7 


EKeclin'd on her boſom, I fink into ſleep, 


"But the with a ſtruggle, &c. 


74 eur as Ri ia 8 * : 
2 I cal 5, 2 2 — . — — — q 


\ 
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Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
So ſimple, tho' ſweet were her charms ; 
I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her check, 
And lock'd the dear Maid in my arms: _- 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep ; 
And if on the banks, by the ſtream, 


Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the flow riſing hills, 
Delighted with paftoral views ; | 

Or reſt on the rock, whence the ftream let diſtills, 
And mark out new themes for my mule : 

To pomp or proud titles ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
The damſel's of humble deſcent ; 

The cottager peace is well known for her fire, 
The ſhepherds have nam'd her content. 


_— 


* 


* 


PL IIA TIL L A. 
| By Mr. Gilſon, at Vauxhall. 
* ou Damon perceiving Flirtilla paſs by, 
Like lightning to kiſs her he vg 


But ſhe with a ſtruggle and frown made reply, 
I vow I'll cry out if you do. 


For ſhou'd: my mamma, who is in the next 
But hear you, ſhe'll cauſe you to rue; 


She Il forbid you the houſe, then do not preſume, 
I vow Pll cry oat if yeu do. We 
N ; But 


doo © ˙ — ent... oo Ad —- 
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But Damon was not to be terrify'd ſo, 


All women lov'd kiſſing he knew, 
Vhen he offer'd again, *twas pray let me go, 


yow I'll cry out if you do. 


The youth by reſiſtance was ſtill more in- 
flam'd, 


und kiſſes he ſtole not a few, 


his rudeneſs forbear, Sir, ſhe ſoftly reply'd, 

vow Þ'll cry out if you do. 

Thus fluſh'd with ſucceſs, like a woman at 
whiſt, 

he reſolute youth bolder 


zut ſtill ſhe made anſwer, will not be oY 


vow I'll cry out if you do. 
Then Damon reſolv'd his laſt efforts to o frike, 


And ſoon made the damſel come to; 
phe ſigh'd and reply'd, you may take what you 


like, 
will not cry out if you do, 


Modeſty and —— trut 


ODE o VENUS. 
By Miſs Young. 


| Orely Venus, Goddeſs bright, 


Fairer than meridian light; 


To thy 18 ſait attend, 


As a eſs be a fend, 
As 8 &c. 


Strephon, thy peculiar care, 


Thou haſt made —_E fair, 


n the gen'rous blooming youth. 


3 £7 But I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey, 


* P 
| ( 22) 
In each grace you ſee him move, 
Like the very god of love: | 
Hear then Venus, hear my pray'r, 


Strephon ſhall my paſſion ſhare. 


Then with love the youth inſpire, 
Raiſe his ſoul to ſoft defire ; 

And let the happy object be, 

The nymph who now addreſſes thee. 


6—— — 


Dear WILLY. 
8 By Miſs Davis, at Marybone Gardens. 


I.. time I deſpair'd a young ſhepher; 
0 


to find, ; 

Nor proud of his merit, nor falſe as the wind, 
But at laſt I have found a dear lad to my mind 

Oh! I never can part with my Willy. 


We hy'd to the altar laſt midſummer day, 
I bluſh'd all the while and ſcarce knew what t 
fay : 


Can I do any leſs by my Willy? at b 


His breath is as fragrant as freſh morning air 
His face than the roſe is more ruddy I ſwear, 
+ And his kiſſes as ſweet, oh ! beyond all compare Mc 
There 1s not ſuch a lad as my Willy. 


With him none pretends for to pipe or to play, 
And what tender ſoft things does the ſhepherd 
not ſay, W; 

1 j 


623) 
ith ceaſe I am ſure he may ſteal hearts away, 
t PII never diſtruſt the dear Willy. 


When [ 2 'd all in pain, and I hung down 
my head, 

ow kindly he watch'd me, what tears has he 
ſhed, 


e ne'er left me a moment *till ſickneſs was fled, 

an Jever forget thee, dear Willy? 

Shou'd death from my fight tear the ſhepherd 
ſo true, 

t him take (if he chuſes) then me away too: 

r why ſhou'd I tarry, or what cou'd I do, 

hou'd I loſe ſuch a lad as my Willy? 


ä 


dts. | wy, **, 2 * 


Phen new Truce withBBACCHUS and VENUS,“ 
ind, By Mr. Lowe, at Marybone Gardens. 
mind The Words by W. W. 

YSELF between Venus and Bacchus III 
Ys oiſe | 
hat , 


nd twixt their two ſcales fix my balance of joys; 


apart, 


apareFocchus throws down his cluſter, and gives me 
the lye; e 
o female, ſays he, ſhall partake of my throne, 
play, rival I hate, and Pl] govern alone. 
pr _ 


a | : Dear 


[ts true, they both haye their charms when 


ut blended, they double the heat of my heart. 
With rage on his brow, andcontemptin hiseye, | 


- 2k 
Dear Venus in turn her dominion maintai 
Aſſerts her controul o'er the nymphs and th 
: ſwains, 
Upbraids me for kneeling at Bacchus's ſhrine, 
And ſtrictly forbids me the juice of the vine. 


One ſcolds me, becauſe I am fond of the bow 
The other, *cauſe woman ſhares half of my ſoul 
I boldly declare, for all projects I've try'd, 
No mortal his paſtime can better divide. 


Why then let 'em wrangle, what is it to me 
I warrant my conduct ſhall make 'em agree; 
As one to prefer to the other Pm loth, 
III love, and Pl drink, and be pleaſing to bot! 


Damon and PHILILIs, a Paſtoral Dialogue. 


By Mr. Lowe and Miſs Davis, at Marybont 


Gardens. 


Damon. 


OW fierce is the ſun, 
Haſte Phillis let's run, 
To ſhelter a while in the grove, 
Young Cupid reigns there, 
And PII pleaſe thee, my fair, 
By telling thee ſtories of love. 


PHILLI1S. 


I tell you, young ſwain, 
You attack me in vain, 


Too fatal the going might prove; 


Fe 


Aver 


A n) 


The 
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For many a, poor maid, 
Has there been betray'd, 
3 liſt ning to ſtories of love. 


"DAMON. 


When paſſion's ſincere, 
There's no danger to fear, 
The ſpring-tide of beauty improve; 
Nor 2 t it be ſaid, 

Phillis died an old maid, 
Averſe to the raptures of love. 


e; PEHILLIS. 


To hear the ſoft ſigh, 
bots See the ſoul-ſpeaking eye, 
A nymph can't perhaps diſapprove, 
It may flatter her pride, 
But if reaſon's her guide, 
She makes honour attendant on love; 


Da M oO M. 


"Tis with honour I burn, 
Yet for mutual return, 
ry Phillis how vainly Pve ſtrove, 
See our flocks how they join, 
© *Tis an omen divine 
Portending compliance and love, 
Paillls 
O Damon, I find, 
My poor heart-ſeems inclin'd, 
The teſt of your paſſion to prove, 


5» Dauox 


Fe 
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DAMO N. 


Then be Hymen our guide, 
Be the nuptial knot tied, 
And let-wedlock give ſanction to love. 


When love's gentle fire, 

Enkindles 4efre, 

- Suppreſs the wild maxim to rove, 

Let the nymph and the youth, 

Plight their honour and truth, 
And be happy in virtue and love. 


ak 6 ER F 3 1 
| : Enj 
A Favourite C ANT AT A, Tj 
Sung by Miss Brent, at Vauxhall, Wh 
Compoſed by Dr. Arne. = 
RECITATIVE. , Th 
Damon, ſtill you ſtrive in vain, An 
Clarinda's fix'd reſolve to move ( 
My heart, alas! may feel the pain, Ho 
But jultly ſcorns the guilt of love. Ea 
8 AIR. Du 
Is this, ye powers, this boaſted flame ? 1 
O ſay, is this his only end ? Th 
And can his love deſtroy the fame, A 
His truth and honour ſhould defend. * 


O _ a thought ſo meanly baſe, 
"ungenerous youth ſhall ſurely fin 
'The heart that could admire his agg 
-. Can fill deteſt him for his mind. 


The 


Sen 


E 
The INVITATION. 
By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


OME, Laura, and meet your fond ſwain, 
E're Phœbus declines to the weſt, 
Nor let me till languiſh in pain, 
Your preſence alone makes me bleſt : 
When abſent no pleaſure I feel, 
My paſſions but ſicken and die; 
No power my tortures can heal, 
Unleſs my dear Laura is by. 
Then haſte to yon jeſſamine grove, 
Enjoy what no language can tell; 
Tis the ſeat of contentment and love —_—_ 
Where peace and tranquillity dwell : | 1] 
i 


There cupid our hearts ſhall unite, 

There Hymen his altar ſhall raiſe ; 

The muſes ſweet ſongs ſhall indite, | 

And charm the whole grove with their lays. _ 
O think with ſuch pleaſures as theſe, | 

How time will glide ſwiftly away; 

Each ftriving the other to pleaſe, — 

Dull winter ſhall ſmile as the May: 

No happineſs either will taſte, LI 

But what we both jointly approve z 

Then hither, dear charmer, O haſte, ._ 

And bleſs a fond ſwain with your love. 


W 


By Mr. Shuter, in The Maid of the Mill. 
HV how now, Miſs pert! _ 
* : 75 you think to divert 
ws Y anger by fawning and ſtroking Pn. 
= D 2 Wou'd 
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Wou'd you make me a fool, 
Your play-thing, your tool ? 
Was ever young minx ſo provoking ? 
Get out of my ſight! 
| Twould be ſerving you right, 
Tolay a ſound doſe of the laſh on ; 
Contradi& your Mamma 
Pve a mind by the la— 


But I won't put myſelf in a paſſion. 


— 


By Mr. Dibden, in the Maid of the Mill. 


HEN you meet a tender creature, 


Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good- nature; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe. 


Happy mortal ! to poſſeſs her, 
In your boſom warm and preſs her, 


Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 
And be fond as fond can be. 


But if one you meet that's frow-ard, 

Saucy, jilting, and untow-ard, 

Should you a@ the whining coward, 
Tis to mend her ne'er Fe whit. 


Nothing's tough enough to bind her; 
Then agog when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her ; 


Heart alive, you're fairly quit, 


— — 


| ( 29 ) 
The MAID's ADVICE. 
By Miſs Wearman, at Vauxhall. 
Hepherds, would ye hope to pleaſe us, 
SY You muſt ev'ry humour try; 
ometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 
Sometimes laugh, and ſometimes cry. 
oft denials are but trials 
Of the heart we wiſh to gain; 
ho* we're ſhy, and ſeem to fly, 
if you purſue, we fly in vain. 


y Miſs Brent, Miſs Poitier, and Mr, Beard, 
in Comus. 

Set by Dr. Arne. 
IVE and love, enjoy the fair; 
Baniſh ſorrow, - baniſh care; 
ind not what old dotards ſay, 
ice has had his ſhare of play; 
But youth's ſport begins to day, 
rom the-fruits of ſweet delight, 
et no ſcare-crow virtue fright ; 
ere, in pleaſure's vineyards we 
Rove, like birds, from tree to tree, 
treleſs, airy, gay, and free. 


A HUNTING SONG. 


By Mr, Beard, in Apollo and Daphne. 

HE ſun, from the'eaſt tips the mountains 
with gold, 

And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops 

behold, 


D 3 How 
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How wy lark's early matin proclaims the new Let 
And the 4.20 chearſul ſummons rebukes ou All 
delay! Wi 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure 
can vie, © An 
While jocund we follow, follow, follow, fol- 
low, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, Wi 
follow, follow, follow, follow, the hounds in. 
full cry. | 
Let the drudge of the town make riches his BY 
ſport, 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the fmiles of the 


court; | 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſtill gives it reſt to our joy. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 

The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 

Tho? often, like us, they're flung out with diſ- Ho 
grace: aol | ; 


With the ſports of the field, &c. Ba 


The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame; 
The Poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette, tho* ſhe ſeems to re- . 
fuſe, Kit 
Vet, in ſpite of her airs, ſne her lover purſues. wi; 
With the ſports of the field, &c. , 
4 | 


\ | Let Wl * 
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Let the bold, and the buſy, hunt glory ang 
wealth, | 

All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleſſing of health; 

With hounds and with horns, thro' the wood- 
lands to roam, 

And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at 
home. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


** —— — 


By Miſs Brent and Miſs Hallam, in Love in a 
Village. 


Miſs Brent. 


Her thou nurſe of young deſire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy, 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp'rate ſweet that ne'er can cloy : 


Miſs Hallam. 


dif. Hope! thou earneſt of delight, 
x Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 
Balmy cordial, proſpe& bright, 


ne: Sureſt friend the wretched find : 
Both. 
Lad deceiver, flatter ftill ; 
ies. Deal ont pleaſures unpoſſeſt; | 
JPWich thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make we bleſt, x. 
Let 


| . 
By Mr. Dunſtall, in Love in a Village. 
As ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a 
vixon ? | 
Zawns! Madge, don't provoke me, but 
| mind what I ſay ; 
You've choſe a wrong parſon for playing your 
tricks on, . x 
So pack up your alls and be trudging away : 
You'd better be quiet, 
| And not beed a riot; 
S'blood! _ I ſtand prating with you here all 
| ay ? 
Pve got other matters to mind; 
Mayhap you may think me an aſs; 
But to the contrary you'll find : 
A fine piece of work by the maſs! 


By Miſs Davies, in Love in a Village. 
er Hodge 1 ungrateful, no further 
| PII ſeek, 

But go up to town in the waggon next week: 


2 ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 
And regiſter's office will get me a place. 


Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a 


| friend ; | ; 
Folks ay, in her filks ſhe's now ſtanding an 
| end: 


Then why ſhou'd not I the ſame maxim purſue, 
And better my fortune, as other girls do ? 1 
7 


(33) 

By Miſs Brent, in Love in a Village. 

Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my voice: 


o mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 

et parents rule, cry nature's laws, 
And children ftill obey : 

Ind is there then no ſaving clauſe 
Againſt tyrannic ſway ? 


but 


ELL, well, ſay no more; 
W So you told me before; 
know the full length of my tether. 
Do you think Þ m a fool, 

That I need go to ſchool ? 


can ſpell you, and put you together, 


A word to the wiſe 
Will always ſuffice : 
ddſniggers ! go talk to your parrot. 
Pm not ſuch an elf, 
Thof I ſay't of myſelf, 
ut I know a 2 head from a carrot. 


her 


By Mr. Dunſtall, in Love in a Village. 


By Miſs Wright, at Ranelagh. 


an the hill, 


* 


OUNG Molly, who lives at the foot of 


ud whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with enyy does 


ſue, | fill, 
df beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 


By hat men call her the laſs with the delicate air. | 


W | One 


. 
* 


( 34 )- 
One ev'ning, laſt May, when I travers'd th 
ve, 


N 


In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love nd 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare; WE 1 
And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 01 

By a murmuring brook, by a green moſly bed T 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid: eit. 
Surpriz'd and tranſported, I cou'd not forbearl V 


With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 
And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart 
And from thence, how to win the dear maid 
was my care; 
Fora captive I fell to her delicate air, 
When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd 
was rude, 
And begg'd of all things that I would not i 


trade: 


I anfwer'd, I could not tell how I came there, T 
But laid all the blame on her delicate air; i 
Said her _ was the prize which I ſought T. 
| Odtain, - 
And hop'd ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fon | 
E pain. 5 i 4 
She neither rejected, nor Frome my pray v 
But fir'd all my foul with her delicate air. wk 
A thouſand times'v'er Pye repeated my ſuit ; , 1 
But ſtill the tormentor affects to be mute: Tu 


Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer'd 
the fair, 275. | 
How to win the dear laſs with the delicate : 


N 
By Mr. Squibb, in Artaxerxes. 
N infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known ; 
Ind friendſhip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one: 
)] clear him then from this offence ; 
Thy love, thy duty, prove; 
teftore him with that innocence 
Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


By Miſs Brent, in Artaxerxes, 
F o'er the cruel tyrant, love, 6 
A conqueſt I hcliey'd, 
he flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me be deceiv'd. 
orbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did irt create; 
hat was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 

Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakne!'s of my heart, | 
Which, ah ! I feel too much inclin'd 

To take a traitor's part. 


here, 


3 
ght 
y fon 


mn 


By Miſs Brent, in Artaxerk s. 
ET not rage, thy boſom firing, 
yr, Pity's ſofter claim remove : 

I Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
uit; Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 
„ach ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
gerd Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt; 
or, with rancour never ending, 


oe Heap freſh forrows on th' oppreſt. 
} | 


Tot 
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Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 
Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend ; 
I, alas! at once have loſt 
Father, brother, lover, friend ! 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
_F orc'd by duty, rack'd by love, 


By Miſs Brent, at Ranelagh. 
5, 4 2h — tulip ſwells with pride, 
And rears its beauties to the ſun, 
With heav'n- born tints of Iris“ bow; 
While low the vi'let ſprings beſide. 
As in the ſhade it ſtrives to ſhun 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe. 
Of worth intrinſic, ſmall the ſtore 
That from the tulip can ariſe, | 
When parted from its glowing bed : 
While hid, hs vi'let charms the more, 
Like incenſe 5 in its native ſkies, 
When cropt to grace the virgin-head. 
| Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flow'rs 
Are wrought in nature's various robe : 
Where pride declines, and merit thrives, 
Your virgin dignity o'er-pow'rs 
The heroes of the conquer'd globe 
But ſweet compliance ye 7 
| J 


| ( 37) 
The Origin of ENGLISH LIBERTY. 
By Mr. Hudſon. ö 


NC E the gods of the Greeks, at ambro- 

t ſial feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing; 

lerry momus amongſt them was ſat as a gueſt, 
(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing :) 


Dn each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 

So none could his jokes diſapprove z 

e ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
« Grows grievouſly tired of late; 7 
He ſays that mankind are much worſe than 
before, 
“ So he begs to be eas'd of their weight.“ 


Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was 
hurld, | 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, _ 
ave his daughter Attraction the eharge of the 
world, Son 
And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 
Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the 
globe round, IF" 
To ſee what each climate was wort; 
Like a di'mond, the whole with an atmoſphere 
bound, ed wi > 
And ſhe variouſly planted he earth: 


. 


* 


ead. 
2 


rives, 


by 


Wik 
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With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd; 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rea: 
What ſuited each clime on each clime ſhe be. 
ſtowꝛ'd, 
And Fx EE DOM ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 
Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this ifle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root; 
The bloſſoms of LIBERTY 'gan for to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty fo rare, 
O preſerve it as free ag *twas giv'n. 
We will while we've breath; nay, we'll graſp Ce 
it in death, ä 
Then return it untainted to heav'n. T 
1. 


Metro 


ACC HU s and ARIAD NE. 
„ - A CanTaTa. Set by Dr. Arne. 


ReciTATIVE. 


| If 
1H E ſaithleſ. Theſeus ſcarce had got on © 
F 

J 


| board, | 

When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her lord: 
Sudden ſhe roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, 
And ſaw his veſſel leſs'ning to her view; 


She ſmote her breaſt-; ſhe- rav'd, and tore her 


hair; 7 
Then, in ſoft plaints, ſhe vented. her deſpair. ; 
s ATR. Wit 

Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus, fſtay,! a 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye winds to blow! | | 

Kind Neptung, ceaſe to flow, * 


Nor waft my love away ! 


Ah 


— 


190 

Ah! whither wilt thou go? 

Could I have ſerv'd thee fo ? 
ih! Theſeus, faithleſs Theſeus, tell me why 
You fly from her who gave thee pow'r to fly ? - 


d; 


bl 


Tear; 


ne be. 


* ReciTarive. + _. 
he jolly God who rules the jovial bowl, 
F F 45 s, whoſe Gifts re- animate the ſoul, 
me, feard and beheld poor Ariande's grief, 
hk ind, gently, thus adminiſter'd relief. 


AIR. 
Ceaſe, lovely nymph, to weep, 
Wipe off 1 fallin I 
Though Theſeus plough the deep, 
You've ſtill a lover here: | 
I am Bacchus, god of wine, 
God of revelry and joy ; 
If Ariadne will be mine, 
Mirth fhall ev'ry hour employ. 
Come, Silenus, 15 a cu | 
Of my choiceſt —— draught ; 
Fill it, man, why fill it up; 
f Twill baniſh ev'ry gloomy thought: 
1 Fill it higher, to the brink : 
Come, my lovely mourner, drink ! 


t on 


UT, RzeciTATIVE. 
With ſoft reluctance ſhe at laſt comply'd, 
And to her lips the nectar'd cup apply'd + ?: 
The potent draught, with more magic 


art, n 
Flew thro' her veins, and ſeiz'd her yielding 
þ ! heart: ; 
| | TS: In 


—— 


640) 


In wine ambrofial all her cares were drown'd, F 
And with ſucceſs the jovial god was crown'd: T 
While old Silenus, as he reel'd along, And 
Thus entertain'd them with his frolic ſong. I 

AIR, L 

Learn hence, ye fond maidens, who droop and Fro 

who pine, I 

Learn hence, ye fond lovers, the virtue d 1 

wine : | Wh 

Let the nymph, who's forſaken for one that“ W 
more fair, 

Take a comforting glaſs, and *twill drown al Q 

| deſpair ; : 

And let the fond youth who wou'd win the coy Adi 

maid, F 


Inſtead of his Cupid's, ſeek Bacchus's aid. The 
Jolly Bacchus ne'er fails of performing his part: 1 
Let him gain the head, and you'll ſoon gain the All 


heart. - I; 

2 — — Bac 
The TEMPEST of WAR. 8 

© _  -By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. Eaſ 
L E T the tempeſt of war | 0 
Be heard from afar, | Ga 

With trumpets” and cannons” alarms : ! 
Let the brave, if they will, rh. 
By their valour or ſkill, E 
Seek honour and conqueſt in arms. | Git 
To live ſafe and retire, 4 
Is what I deſire, | De! 
Of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt; 4 


For 


* LH 


64 


vd, For in them I obtain 
n'd: True peace without pain, 
And the laſting enjoyment of reſt: 
8 In ſome cottage or cell, | 
Like a ſhepherd to dwell, * 


From all interruption at eaſe; 
In a peaceable life, 
ue of To be bleſt with a wife, 
Who will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe. . 


that; LA MEILLEURE MEDICIN.” 


In all ICK of the town, fair Delia flew 
To contemplation's rural ſeat ; 
xe coy Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great: 
A The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 
part: The moſs-grown roof, the matted floor; 
in the Al! theſe Hy OE AL 2s mighty well ; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more. l 


Back to the buſy world again i | 

She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find -—- 

Eaſe for imaginary pain, | 2 i 
Quiet of heart, and peace of mind; 

Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 
By turns her fickle fancy fill ; 

The world ſeem'd all within her pow'r ; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething till. 


Cities and groves by turns were try'd ; 
Twas all, ye fair, an idle tale, 
Delia at length became a bride, 
A bride to Damon of the vale : 
For | E 3 Behold, 


p and 


i 64) 
Behold, at once the gloom was clear d; 
Damon was kind: - andi ſnom that hour 


Each place a paradiſe appear'd, 
And Delia wanted nothang. more. 


— — 


The JOYS of BARVEST. 
By Mr. Battzſhill. | 
OW pleaſure unbounded reſbunds o'er 
the plains, 
And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and 
{wains, 


As they follow the laft team of harveſt along, 


And end all their toils with a dance and'a ſong : 


Poſſeſs d of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 

Bleak winter*s approach they beholdwithout fear, 

And when tempeſt rattle and hurricanes roar, 

Enjoy what- they have, and ne'er languiſh for 
more; 

Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wilt, 

And uſe every moment of life as it flies; 

Gay youth is the ſpring:time, which all mu 
improve, "43 

For ſummer to ripen an harveſt. of love: 

Our hearts then a provident care ſnould engage, 

To lay friendſhip in.ſtore for the winter of age, 

Whoſe frowns ſhall diſarm ev'n Chloe's bright 
eye; E 


Damp the flame in my boſom, and pall ev'ry JoY- 


try 

he 
l rex 
Whe 


— 


e 
By Mr. Lowe. 
AIR Hebe Fleft with a cautious deſign 
To 'ſeape from her charms, and to-drown | 
em in wine; ' | 
try'd it, but found, when I came to a | { 
. he wine in my head, and ſtill love in my 
] repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her N 
o'er Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance 
| weigh'd : : 
and hem gravely pronounc d, in return to my 
prayer, 
g That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 
ong: That's a truth, reply d L I've no need to be 
raught ; | 
fear, MW! came for your counſel, to find out a fault: 
ar, If that's all, quoth Reaſon; return as you came, 
for To find fault with Hebe, would forfeit * | 
name. | 
What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, | 
While, like light'ning, ſhe darts thro each 4 
throbbing vein ? 
My ſenſes ſurpriz' d, in her favour took arms, 
And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her. charms. , 


r 


The Song of DIAN A. Sung b MiſsPo Poitier).. ? 
at Covent-Garden Theatre. Set by D. Boyce» 


joy. * horns. and with hounds 1 waken. 
the day, | 
By Apd hie to my woodland walks * 


(44) 

T tuck up my robe, and am buſkind'd ſoon, 
And tie to my forehead a wexing moon ; 
I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 
And chaſe the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks: 
With pri wg and hooting, we pierce thro' 

the ſky, 
And Echo 4 5 hunter, and doubles the cry. 


S 


: By Miſs Brent, in Comus. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


| OULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 
* To yon * 5 bow'r repair, 

Where, woven with the poplar bough, 

The mantling vine will ſhelter you, 

The mantling vine will ſhelter you: 

Down. each fide a fountain flows, 


Tinkling, murm'ring as it goes, To! 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, Fill 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, Eliz 
Sultry Phebus ſcorching round, Sha! 
Sultry Phœbus ſcorching round. . 
Round the languid herds, and ſheep, B 
Stretch'd o'er {ou hillocks, fleep; 
While on the hyactnth and roſe | V 
The fair does all alone repoſe: B 
The fair does all alone repoſe: And 
All alone; yet in her arms A 
Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, Wh 
Till bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, A 
The joys of love are joys alone, Ot 
The joys of love are joys alone. ä A 


Sung 


ing 


( 45 ) 
Sung in Eliza, an Engliſh Opera. 


IT H ſwords on their thighs the bold 

yeomen are ſeen, 

For their country they arm, their religion and 
rage e e He 5 

How glorious their ardour to lay down their 
ns BY 

In defence of their freedom; their children and 
wives! | 52 

Ye tyrants, ye know not what Liberty yields, 

How ſhe guards all our ſhores, and protects all 

our fields. e 


As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, 

She's the queen of our mirth, and the joy of 
our . | gar be 

To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful ſtrain, 

Fill the goblets around to the lords of the maind - 

Eliza is queen, and her brave loyal band 

Shall drive each invader far out of the land. 


By Mr. Yates, in The Capricious Lovers, 


WEEN the head of poor Tummas was 
broke f 
wy Roger, who play'd at the wake, 
And Kate was alarm'd at the ſtroke; 
And wept for poor Tummas's ſake; 
When his worſhip gave noggings of ale, 
And the liquor was charming and ftout ; © 
O theſe were the times to regale, 
And we footed it rarcly about. 
Then 


146) 
Then our partners were buxom as does, 
And we all were as hap "PP as kings; 


Each lad in his holiday clothes, 

And the laſſes in all their beſt things : 

What merriment all the day long! - 
May the feaſt of our Colin prave ſuch ; 

Odzoaks! but I'Il join in the ſong, 

And I'll hobble about with my cn. 


06 By Mit Wright, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. Godwin. 


1 his paſſion, in filence, the youth 


would conceal, 

What his tongue would not utter his eyes fil 
reveal, | 

And by ſoft ſtolen glances unwillingly prove, 

Thar th are the tell tales of Celadan- 's love. 

To ih] or the green, ta the dance, or the 


Wherever I go, my blithe ſhepherd is there; 
I know the fond youth by his bluſh and his ſmile, 
And ſurely ſuch looks were not made to beguile. 
Tho? indifPrent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 
He inſenſihly turns the diſcourſe upon love; 
If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee, 
Thoꝰ his words are to her, yet his looks are to me. 
When he ſpeaks, if alone, I am ever in fear 
He ſhould-fay what I dread, and yet wiſh mo 
to hear: 
Should be mention his love, tho“ my pride 
-  wou'ddeny, 
My heart whiſpers, Celia, fond Celia, _—_— 


By 


9 | 
By Miſs Hallam, in Love in a Village. 


UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſton, 
$ Take the helpleſs lover's part: 
Seize, oh feize, ſome ki | f 

To reward a faithful heart. 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 

Who the body would enthral ; 
Tyrants of more eruel kind, 
Thoſe who would enſlave the mind, 
Cupid, god of, &c. 

What is grandeur ? foe to reſt; 
Childiſh mummery at beſt. 

Happy I in humble ſtate! 

Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait. 
Cupid, god of, &c. 


mm. n — —— — * —_— | 
— — 


* 


* 


The SHEPHE RD and SHEPHERDESS, 


a CAN TATA. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 
By Mr. Vernon and Miſs Brent, at Vauxhall. 


Shepherd. RECITATIVE. 
= HE morning's freſhneſs calls me forth, 


To view creation crown the earth. 


| AIX. 
Come, my Lucy, come away, 
Share with me this ſun-ſhine day; 
Sweets of May make nature gay, 
Come, my Lucy, come away. 


5 ( 48 ) 
Shepherdeſs, Recitarive. 
Ah! help me, ſhepherd, do but ſee, 
Pm ſtung this moment by a bee. 
Shepherd. Arx. 
lf you from a wound that's ſo ſmall feel a pain, 
'Then think what you give to a true-loving ſwain, 
When ſcornful you fly from his pray'rs : We 
A bee's ſingle ſting but a little while ſmarts, 
But wounds for years feſter in NN ſhepherds 


hearts, 


When laſſes will give themſelves airs. | 
 Shepherdeſs. * 
Ah! ſhepherd ! ah! ſhepherd, mankind, like the rhi 


| bee, 
Fly buzzing about ev'ry beauty they ſee ; 
- And when the believing fool'd maid, 4 
— by their arts, feels the force of love“; la. 
ing; 
At once, like the bee, the ſhepherd takes wing, 
And laughing, he leaves her betray'd. 


Shepherd. © ReciTaTivE. 


Then fix me at once for the reſt of my life, 

And 3 and laſs, let us be man and 
EE | 

Shep berg. AIX. 

Maids well ſhould beware ere to that they conſent, * 

Thoſe in haſte to be marry'd, at leiſure repent; 

We ſhould look ere we leap, *tis a lott'ry for life, 

Where the blanks are all drawn by a man and 


his wiſe, 
4 Shepherd, 


(49 ) 
Shepherd. 
fe who wed for meer wealth ſuch misfortunes 


may prove, 
But we buy wedlock's tickets with true love for 
love; 
pain, 4 fince friendſhip's the prize in the lott'ry 
vain, for life, 

Ve ſhall ſtand the beſt chance when we're made 

man and wife. 
. 8! epherdeſs. 

hall T liberty leave, and ſubmit to be rul'd ; 
To m 11 2 ſlave, by my huſband be fool'd; 
The ay (| nt in trouble, the night waſte in ſtrife; 
e the rnis is often the change from a maid to a wan 


Shepherd. 


Ve a wile take, "tis ſaid, e er for better or worſe ; 
ove's larriage therefore is either a bleſſing or curſe ; 

et us ſhew, by example, the bleſſings of life 
ving, Nan only be found in a man and his wife. 


Shepherde/s. 


But ſee the ſun ſetting, the clouds ſkirt with gold, 
And nibbling flocks rifing, repair to their fold ; 
and Let us homeward repair 


ts, 
herds 


Bath. 
a 22 And end further ſtri ſe, 
ent, ¶ and to-morrow, my dear, we'll. be made man 
1 and wife. 


and | F 25 By 


e "I . I LT 
= — d . * - 
A * 4 v 2 . 

N - 


Crowns PII throw beneath thy feet; 


Let not toils of empire fright ; | 


All the joy, but not the care. 


( 56) 
By Mr. Beard, in Comus. 


OW Phcbus ſinketh in the weft, 

+ \ Welcome ſong, and welcoms jeſt; 
Midnight ſhouts and revelry, 

Tiply dance, and jollity : 

Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine; 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And Advice with ſcrup'lous head; 
Strict Age, and four Severity. 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 
With their grave ſaws in lumber lie. 


* * * — eren 
— = — 


Set by Mr. Weldon. 
E T ambition fire thy mind; 
Thou wert born o' er man to reign, 


Not to follow flocks deſign'd: 
Scornithy crgok, and leave the plain, 


Thou on necks of kings ſhalt tread; 
Joys incircling joys ſhall meet, 
Which way e'er thy fancy's led. 


Toils of empire pleaſures are: 


Thou ſhalt only know delight, 


Shepherd 


4 1 


hepherd, if thou'It yield the prize, 
12 the bleſſings J beſtow, | 
oyful PI akcend* the ſkies, 

Happy thau ſhalt reign brlapt: 


* 


— — 


By Miſs — at Vauxhall. 


PREATHE ſoft, ye winds; he calm, yo ſkies; 
Arife, ye flow'ry race, ariſe ; 
Ye filver des, ye vernal ſhowr's, 


Call forth a bloomy waſte of flows. 


The fragrant raſe, a beauteous gueſt, 
hall flouriſh ap my fair one's breaſt 3 
— race her hand, * deck her hair, 
ow'r moſt ſweet, the nymph moſt fü 


— * —— 


- 11 
* - 
— 


The SK Y- LARK.. 


O, tuneful bird, that glads the kies, | 
Oy To Daphne's window fpeed thy Way, 
And there on quiv'ring pinions s riſe, | 

And there thy vocal art diſplay, 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong; 
Tell her the Funds that ſooth her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 
The bird from Indian —— may ſhine ; 
But aſk the lovely, partial mai 
| What are his notes, compar'd to thiue ? 
herd F 2 Then 


Away! ye brave mortals, away! 


Vi 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, hs 
And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn, ad 


And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


bh. 


Sung in HaxLEqQuiIN's INvasS1ON. 


u arms! ye brave mortals, to arms! 
The road to renown lies before you, 

The name of king Shakeſpear has charms, 
To rouſe ye to actions of glory, 


Tis nature galls on you to fave her, 
What man but-would nature obey, 
And fight for her Shakeſpear for ever. 


2 12 
AE. 
——_— 


* 
7 ” * 2 
— - \ 
a Fi . 4 


ings Han LEQUIN's IX v ASIO. 
LD women we are, 
And as wie in the chair, 
As fit for the quorum as men 
We can ſcold on the bench, 
Or examine a 1 
And like them can be wrong now and then. ren 


C HORUsS. t 


For look the world thro', * , ] 
Ard you ll find one in ten, 
Old women can do 
As much as old men, ( 


. 
We can hear a ſad caſe, 
With a no-meaning face, 
ind tho? ſhallow, yet ſeem to be deep: 
Leave all to the clerk ; 
For when matters grow dark, 
—— WW kecir worſhips had better go ſleep. 
Cho. For look the world thro”, &c. 


When our wiſdom 1s taſk'd, 

And hard queſtions are aſk d, 

Us Yell anſwer them beſt with a ſnore : 
Wecan mump a tid bit, 

And can joke without wit, 

nd what can their worſhips do more? 


Cao. For look the world thro', &c. 


_ —— * * „* th. — 


— 
Sung in HAR LEGUIN 'S INVASION. 


HRICE happy the nation that Shakeſpear 
| has charm'd! | | 
lore happy the boſems his genius has warm'd! 
Ye children of nature, of fathion, and whim! 
le painted you all, all join to praiſe him, 


Crorvs. Come away! come away! | 
His genius calls - you muſt obey! 

rem higheſt to loweſt, from old to the young, 
I! Rates and conditions by him have been ſung; 
All paſſions and humours were raiz'd by his penz 
ie cou'd ſoar with the eagle; and ſing with the 

wren. 

Cao. Come away, &c. 
We F 3 


N. 


ro 


te). 

To praiſe him, ye fairies, and genii repair, 

He Ws where ye haunted, in earth or in air: 

No phantom fo ſubtle cou'd glide from his 
view, 


The wings of his fancy were ſwifter than you. 


Cuno. Come away, &c. 


2 ä _—_—.——__ _— — — 


By Mr Mattocks, in Thomas and Sally. 
| Set by Dr. Arne. 


T HE echoing horn calls the ſportſmen 
0 


abroad; 
horſe, my brave boys, and away! 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 

What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox! 
O'er hills, and o'er valleys, he flies: 

Then follow we'll ſoon overtake him—Huzza! 
The traitor is ſciz'd on, and dies. 


_ Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay, 
How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy; 

ö Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours: 
| | Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 

| Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs, 


Written 


4.1 
Written by William Whitehead, Eſq; Poet 


th Laureat, 
| Sung by Mr. Beard. 
. ES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 


And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleafing plague ſtole on me: 
— Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no graces revel; 
Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates, 
Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates 
Have rather been uncivil, 


32 Have rather been uncivil. 
„Tis not her air, for ſure in that 
nds There's nothing more than common; 


And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman . 
Her voice, her touch, might give th' alarm; 
Tis both, perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together. 


* 


— 


CAN TATA. Set by Mr. Stanley. . 

_ RECITATIVE. - 

A in a penſive form Myrtilla ſat, — 
Revolving on the will of fate, 

A ſprightly youth, devoid of carey 

Advanc'd, and thus addreſs'd the fair. 


& Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find; 


( 56 


AIR. 
Thou vernal bloom of beauty's tree, Pray 
I'm come to buy a heart of thee : Wit 
With tranſport I receiv'd the tale, ie 


That ſuch a gem was up for ſale. 
Could I command the ſtarry train, 
For thee I'd give it back again; 
And if I could, to make thce mine, 
The univerſe ſhouid all be thine. 


Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs cries ; 
Merit the beſt deſerves the prize : 
The tale you've heard was falſely told ; 
Myrtilla's heart can ne'er be ſold. 


Set by Mr. Howard. 
HY heaves my fond boſom ? ah ! what 


can it mean ? 

Why flatters my heart that was once ſo ſerene? 

Why this. ſighing and trembling when Daphne 
is near; 

Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 

Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear: 


& Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 
The thouſa ſoft charms that'embelliſh thy face: 


Wich thy face Lam charm'd, but enſlav'd by 
* thy mind, $ 
With thy face, &c. 
Untainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, 
There native good-humour and virtue reſide : 
5 Pray 


„ 4 
pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply 
With compaſſion for him who without thee 


muſt die, 
With compaſſion for him who without thee 
muſt die. 


(©. a 


By Mr. Shuter, in the Maid of the Mill. 
OU vile pack of vagabonds! what do ye 


mean ? 
Pl maul you, raſcallions, 
Ye tatter demallions 
If one of them comes within reach of my cane. 
Such curſed aſſurance, 
*T'is paſt all endurance. 
Nay, nay, pray come away. 
hey're lyars and thieves, 
And. he that believes 
Their fooliſh predictions 
Will find them but fictions, 


"ie" A bubble that always deceives. 

ar ? Gm Toy 
: The ADVICE. 

245 Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 

| by E nymphs, who to the throne of love 


With hearts ſubmiſſive bop; 
Vho hope the mutual bliſs to prove, 
That crowns the nuptial vow, 
e: That crowns the nuptial vow; 


1 | ( 58) 
5 Thro" caution? s glaſs, by reaſon lent, 
Oh! view your lovers clearly, 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 

The man that loves you dearly ; 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 


The man that loves you dearly, 
The man that loves you dearly, 


Still blind to wifdom's ray, the rake 
No ſocial bliſs allows; 
And he who long has 2 muſt make 
A good-for-nothin uſe, | 
A — ſpouſe. 
Nor truſt the fop, the — & 
Proclaim you'ye touch'd him c ty 
His own ſweet charms too much he'll my 
Nor can he love you dearly; ; 
His own, &c. - 


But when with every manly x 
A youth of ſoul refin'd, 

Who doating on your form and aue, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your mind, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your mind; 

When ſuch ſhall for the favour fue, 
Oh! yield your hand fincerely, 

And you'll love him, and he'll love _y 
by To life's laſt moment, dearly ; 
| And you'll love him, and hell love you, 


To life's laſt moment, dearly, Lage 
To life's lait moment, dearly. po 


- 


The 
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The INVITATION. 

By Mr. Lowe, Mrs. Vincent, Mrs. Collett, and 
Miss Davis, at Marybone-Gardens. 
* ; Mrs. Vincent. 

OME, ye party-jangling ſwains, 

Leave your flocks, and quit the plains ; 
Fnends to country, or to court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport. 

5 Chorus. 

Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt. 

5 Mr. Lowe. 
Sprightly widows, come away: 
Laughing dames, and virgins gay ; 
Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſes, 
Smiling hopes of future bliſſes.) 

Ever welcome, &c. 


| Mrs. Collett. 
l that rip'ning ſun can bring, 
Beauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring, 
In one varying ſcene we ſhow, 
The green, the ripe, the bud, the blows 
Ever welcome, Ke. 
| Miſs Davis. 
Comus jeſting, muſic charming, 
Vine inſpiring, beauty warming; 
age and party-malice dies, 
eace returns, and diſcord flies. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, . 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt. 


ſ 


And you, his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 


1 Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gentle heave 


A well-weaning miller by labour ſupplies 


bo * * 


92 Maſs Brent, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


U SP [CIOU'S ſpirits, guard my love, 
A In time of danger near him bide; 
With out- ſpread wings around him move, 

And turn each random ball aſide. 


Oh! may you then with me accord; 1 
A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 
Behold his face, and drop the — ND 


Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave; 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, 


The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. 


Till halcyon peace return'd once more, 


From blaſt ſecurg, and hoſtile- mn, 
My ſailor 5 his native ſhore. 


And harbou 8 ſafe in theſe fond arms. 
—— ——— I pekds — 
The CONTENTED MILLER. 

Wes By Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 


N a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 
1 bs: "1-5 and ſome meadows—(a en 
E e) ; 


Tho ſe bleſſiugs that nature to grand ones denies; An 


No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, But, 
His conſtant com Panions are health and eonten:: M. 
Tuciß 


— = 
N | =.0 


* 


| ( 61 * 
heir 1 in lace; may take wy if way 


For he's honet—tho? daub'd with the 4 of 
his mill. 1 ; | 


Ere the larks early carol ſalutes ode thy! 

He ſprings from his cottage, as jocund as May; 8 
He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 

Or fings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair: 
Vhile courtiers are toil'd in ms cobwebs of ſtate, 
or bribing elections, in s to be great; 

No fraud nor ambition his = does fill, 
ontented he works if there's griſt for his mill, 4 


On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpun array, 
t church he's the loudeſt to chant, or to pray; 
its down to a dinner of plain Engliſh food; 
and, tho' fimple the puddin 5 his appetite's Need 


At night, when the prieſt and exciſeman are gone, 

e quaffs at the alehouſe with Roger and ſohn; 

hen returns to his pillow; and fy os of no ill, 

No monarch's more bleſt than the man of the 
mill. 4 3 $6. do 


* 


KP 


Sung in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne. 
M. fond ſhepherds of late were ſa bleſt, 2 
Tn Fair nymphs. were ſo happy « _ 


neat, 
chold 


That Tc. aii they went ſafely to reſt, 1 
mies. And they merrily ſung thro? the day - ; 
neut, But, ah! what a ſcene muſt appear 

tent: Muſt the ſweet SPS Fangen, be oer 

The! 8 


6069. 


Shall + the tabor no more frike the eat ? yl 
Shall the dance on the green be no more ? 51 
Mug the flocks from their paſtofs be led? IF” | 


Muſt the herds go wild ſtray ing abroad? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 

And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road ? 
Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, 

— 2 ow Ack of the tide ? 
Mut Religion expire on the ground, 

28 all Virtue fink down by her fide ? 


— 


75 Mr. e, in Love i in a à Village. 


2. had I been þ by fate decreed 


Some humble cottage ſwain, 
My flocks upon the pl 


Roſetta's ſight to oe 
| What bliſs had I been rn _ taſte, 
Which now I ne er muſt Know ? 
Ye envious pow'rs ! why have ye On.” 
5 My fair-one's lot ſo low ? 


— —ä— ——— ” 
ä _ 


By Mr. Martocks, E Lore in & Village: 


ILL in hopes to get the better 
Of my fubbord flame I-try, 
| Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 
Nov prepar d with ſcorn to treat her, 
_ © Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
Then, relapſing,” fly to meet her, 
Aud confeſs myſelf her ſlave. 


* 


Sylva 


135 
Sylvan and Cynthia, a Favourite Dialogue. 
V Mr. Adams 12 Carley, at Finch s 


Sylvan. | 


WEET Summer i is coming, ti the peach-tree's 
5 in bloom, 
he laylockꝰs array'd, for its leavesare juſtcome; 


hen Cynthia, remember, your ſwains uſual lay, 
ouſent, be united; for life's but a day. 


Cynthia. 
Fly hence, oh ! FD Ivan, to Myra the 8 
ict gen all he Ra 59 957 f 
n hear you lit to your la ys 
Far hon like to life 1s wich you but a . 
| Sylvan. 
ajuftly, dear Cynthia, your Sylvan you aye 
[continue ill conſtant, does Cynthia the ſame: 
Tho! to Dorilla's cottage your flock did once 


Was the = then in fault, or my "yy 
| 1 pray ? 
Cynthia. 
Accuſe me not, Sylvan, nor ſtrive to 
With a frown, I demand it, and baniſh le! : 
To Idas beet montains your flock 1 a hy 
| lead, 
| With Myra, who credits whatever you plead. 


G  * Sha. 


? 
l, 
d ? 
de 


(64) 

Sylvan. Dans 

Not ſo, my dear Cynthia, with yon 1 will Wi 

: You add to all pleaſure, and brighten the day; 

Without thee, unhappy mult Sylvan remain, 

Oh! tell me you'll have me, and rid me of pain, 
Cynthia. 

Then in be hw tho* in erben r remain, 

PII free you from bondage, but not from your 


chain; 5. 
Then, there is my hand, to the church lead 
the way 
Be eaſy and choarful; Pl! ever obey. 
Both. 
Come, come, all ye nymphs with your derben 
repair, 


Wich g garlands of mirtle to crown the fond pair: 
May happineſs grow as our love doth encreaſe, 
And * ſupply us with plenty and pres 


1 Y — 
4 * hd I 


Sung by Miſs Young, at Vauxhall. 


V 8 ow one morning a maying 
W u go, 

When ſaunt'ring among the ſweet meadows to 
. and fro: - 

In vain did the cowſlips her fair hand invite 

Nor daiſies, nor daffodils gave her delig | 

Her heart with the throbbing of p n did 

move, 

Each bird on the ſpray could have told her 'twas 
love. 

. 2 At 


a 


28 0 | 
At length ſhe grew weary, and ſat by a brook, 
tray, I Where Strephon, the ſhepherd, was baiting his 
day; - hook; - * 
in, Uanotic'd he ſaw her, and heard her complain, 
Pain. His heart was inflam'd to allay her ſoft pain: 
The ſwain had led many a laſs to the grove, 
nain, And he, wicked rogue! thought that Phillis 
your would love. a 
Howe'er as her mind was by innocence dreſs'd, 
lead W'Twas _ that fair virtue was lodg'd in her 
reaſt; 
Her beauty was much, but her modeſty more, 
hich Strephon perceiv d, and began to adore z 


herds 


e kneel'd at ber feet, with a garland he wove, 
| \nd Phillis conſented to make Jim her love. 
kae By Miſe Wright, in The Fairy Tale. 


ace OU ſpotted ſnakes, with double tongue, 
Thorny hedge-hogs, be not ſeen, 
Newts and blind worms, — no wrong, 
Come not near the fairy queen. 
Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in your ſweet lullaby. 
Neither harm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 
Come the fairy's pillow nigh, 
So good night-with lullaby. 
eaving ſpiders, come not here; 
Hence, ye long-legg'd ſpianers, hence; 
teetles black, approach not near; 
Worm nor all, do no offænce. 
Philomel, with melody, 
At Sing in your ſweet, &c. 


No dull ſtinting hour we own, 


The greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) 


"© 


N at No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 
* = ſovereign beauty mankind bends the knee : 


O ONS! neighbour, ne'er bluſh for : 2 trifle 
Whar 


£66) 
DUE T NO. Sung in Comus, 
wh Set by Dr. Arne. | 


F R OM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 
We follow ſweet variety ; ' 1518 
By turns we drink, and dance, and fing, 
Time for ever on the wing. 


Why ſhould niggard rules comtroul 
Tranſports of the jovial ſoul ? 


Pleaſare counts. our time alone. 


— — 


By Mr. Beard, in Love i in a Village. | 


like this: 
harm with a fair-one to wy and to kiſg? 


Wou'd do the fame thing, were they in che 
ſame place. 


„ reſtleſs, no ſtrength can * 
love a pretty girl—on er the ro 


—_ 


By Miſs Wearman, at Vauxhall, 


Set by Signior Giardini. 
ENTLE gales, in pity bear 0 be 
'My tobe my tender ſighs away; Thi 
To my cruel Strephon's ear : hen 
All wy ſoft complaints convey, Wa 


Near 


(&@) 
ear ſome moſly fountain's fide, 
Or on ſome verdant bank reclin'd, 
here bubbling ſtreams in murmurs glide, 
You will the dear deluder find. 
entle gales, in pity bear 
My ſighs, my tender Highs away 5 
o my cruel Strephon's ear 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 
ell the falſe one, how I mourn, 
Tell him/all my pains and woes 
ell, ah! tell him to return, 
And bring my wounded heart repoſt · 
zentle gales, in pity. bear 
My ſighs, my tender fighs away; 
o my cruel Strephon's ear 
All my ſoft complaints . 


— E—_ * 


By Mr. Dibdin, in The Maid of the Mill. 


A N they count me ſuch a ninny, 
So to let them rule the roaſt, 
Ul bet any one a guinee, 
That they've ſumm'd without their bol. 
But if I don't 8 em, in lieu of it, 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it 
Why then let me paſs 
For a fool and an aſs. 
0 be ſure the ſly cajoler 
Thought his work as good as done, 
Then he found the little ſtroller 
Was fa eaſy to be won. 


ar 
q 


——kk... et. th. ——_—_ 


4 


( 68) 
But if I don't play 'em, in lieu of it, 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it, 
Why then let me paſs 
For a fool and an aſs. 


In the Maid of the Mill. 
Cokes. 


RE E from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 
Oh how bleſt the miller's life ! 
Chearful working thro*-the day, 
Still he laughs and ſings away. 
Nought can vex him, 
Nought perplex him, 
While there's griſt to make him gay. 
8 VET. 


Let the great enjoy the bleſſings 
By * fortunes ſent. 

What can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty and content? 


By Mr. Dibden, in the Maid of the Mill. 
IF that's all you want, who the plague will be 
ſorry? ä 
*T were better by half to dig ſtones in a quarry; 
For my ſhare, I'm weary of what 1s got by't : 
S'fleſh ! here's ſuch a racket, ſuch ſcolding and 
colling, : 
You're never content, but when folks are a toil- 
ing, D 
And mene like horſes from morning till 
une 0 5 
a You 


a nt 


„ 

You think I'm afraid, but the difference to ſhew 
you, 

Firſt, yonder's your ſhovel, your ſacks too I 

throw you; 

thus Henceforward, take care of your matters who 

will: 


hey re welcome . for your wages that 


need 'em, 
ol 1ol derol lol, I have purchas'd my freedom, 
And never hereafter ſhall work at the mill. 


By Miſs Brent, in Love in a Village. 


I'S not wealth, it is not birth, 
Can value to the foul convey : _ 
Minds poſſeſs ſuperior worth, 
Which chance' nor gives, nor takes away. 
ike the ſun true merit ſhows, 
By nature warm, by nature bright; 
Vith inbred flames he nobly glows, 
Nor gon the aid of end light. 


J. oe 
be MVET TO. By Mr. Tenducci, and Mig 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


AIR Aurora, prithes ſtay ; 
O retard unwelcome day ; 
Think what anguiſh rends my breaſt, 
Thus careſſing, thus careſt, | 
From the idol of my heart 

Fo orc'd at thy approach to part. 


A fa- 


Brent, in the Engliſh Opera of Artaxerxes. 


% 


(70) 


a 6 —— ANT ATA. By Miſs pren. 
at Ranelagh. - Set by Dr. Ane. 


\. , ReciraTivs. - N 
Wretch long tortur'd with diſdain, 
A That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 
t length the — of wine addreſt, 
Sure refuge of a wounded breaſt, 


* | 
Vouchſafe, O pow'r, thy healin 5 aid, 
Teach me to bots the cruel mal 
Thy Juices cake The lover's part 
Fluſh his wan looks, and clear ear m 7 


Recirarive, | 
To Bacchus thus the lover cry'd, 


And thus the joll ly god rephy d: 
Aix. 


Give JOE o'er, be briſk and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking form away: 
With dauntleſß mien approach the fair 
The — to conquer is — to dare. 


ECITATIVE A 
The fwain purſued the god's advice, 
The nymph was now no longer nice. 


| Als. 
| She ſmil'd, and [dg the . 147 On 


When you grow daring, we grow kind: 
Men to themſelves are mol — 12 


And make us tyrants by their fear. 
| AK 


. 


Prem, 


* — 


4 


\ fa- 


( 71) 
A fayourite Song, ſung at Ranelagh. 
O W. the woodland choriſts — * 
Beauty takes her radiant ſphere; 
dye adorns-the ſmiling ſpring, 
Love and beauty gild the year: 
ſeize the minutes as they fly, 
Jocund hours and N round; 
mocence, with virgin eye, | 
55 with, rural chaplets crown'd. 
ul virtue keeps her ſtate 
e cot, or on the throne; 
ben enjoins her mate. 
As fair honour holds the zone: 
ve and beauty, on the wing, 
Sweep the globe, 7 conquer all; 
et, fas. ng and K _— 
At their brine ſubmiſſive fall. 
There ſhould honour love to dwell, 
But in freedom's happy iſle ? 
irdue here enjoys a cell 
More than in a tyrant's ſmile :. 
here ſhould beauty fix her reign, 
But on love, that pow'r Hedges ? 
Innocence ſhall crown the ſcene, 
Where ambition droops a and dies. 


* & A” | — r 4 


On FRIENDSHIP. Set by Mr Gerard. 
H E world, my dear Myra, is full of de- 


- ceit, 
friendſhip s a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
Ao 


( 72) 

How ftrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching a. 
round, h 

This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found 
O, friendſhip ! thou balm, and rich ſweetner 
of liſe; | 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife ; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow i S 
But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour? 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend Wand 

On whom we may always with ſafety depend ? 

Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 

And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into = 
peace: | ee 

When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will ap. 

ear, 

Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere 

Yet change but the proſpect, and point out de 
ſtreſs, 

No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


— 
— 


— 


By Mifs Brent, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 
WE E T Echo, ſweeteſt nymph that lis! 


unſeen 
Within thy airy cell, 
By flow Mzander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale; 
Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well; 


Cant 


hing a. (73) 
Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
ound ? That likeſt thy Narciſſus are? 


weetner 1 == if you _ | 
id them in ſome flo cave, 
trife ; Tell me but where, "7 | 


po] Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the 
rf ſphere ; 

81 So may'ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, 
rend And give reſounding grace to all heav'n's har- 


ow monies. 
d in 0 - ——— —ͤ—é 
vill ap. Sung in the Maſk of Alfred. 

E warblers, while Strephon I mourn, 
I To chear me your harmony bring; 


ut de Unleſs, fince my ſhepherd is gone, 
| You ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to ſing: 
* Each flower declines its ſweet head, 1 
Nor odours around me will throw, 

While ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead — 
Arne. Seems kindly to pity my woe. 


t I Each rural amuſement I try 
In vain to reſtore my paſt eaſe ; 
What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 
Has now loſt the to- pleaſe : 
Ye ſeaſons that brighten the grove, 
Not long for your abſence we mourn ; 
ell; If But Strephon neglects me and love, 
Cant} He roves, and will never return. 


H 3 


(74) + 
As pay as the ſpring is my dear, 
Ang ſweet as all flowers combin'd; . 
His ſmiles like the ſummer can chear, | 
Ah! why then, like winter, unking ? Nh 1a 


Unkind he is not, I can prove, I 
But tender to others can be; gen 
To Celia and Chloe makes love, 1 
And only 1s cruel to me. ot a 

8 

a i | mm _—__ 
The Ros T BEET of OLD ExncLanD. J 

A Cantata, taken from a celebrated Print 
the ingemious Mr. Hogarth. hen 

< 

RRCITATIVx. 0 


1 WAS at the gate of Calais, Hog: 

tells, ha 
Where fad deſpair and famine always dwells, Who 
Ameagre Frenchman, madame Grandfire's cob Like 


As home he fteer'd his carcaſe that way took ; N 

Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Loin, fis 1 

On whom he often wiſt'd in vain to dine: 

Good father Dominick by chance came by, 

With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye 

Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 

His benediction on it he beſtow'd: | 

And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 

He lick*d his chaps, and thus the knight ad. Ah, 
greſs d. (44217 


An © 


1 


AIR. 
(A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, &c.) 


ö 0h rare roaſt beef ! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 

nen dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 

ot all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury ſave thee. 

Renown'd Sir-loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 

dn thee e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 

hen how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frogs and fallad ! 


D. 


rint ( 


RreirATI VEB. 
half- ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 
ells, Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 
cool Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 


ook ; Wand gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 
Loin, Mis morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
: d in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole. 
„ Mit heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 


y eye; 
„ 


— 


and then in plain: ive tone declar'd his grief. 
e Alx. i 
(Foote's Minuet.) 


Ah, ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? 
Jegar it is de roaſt beef from Londre 


Oh ! grant to me von letel bite. 
H 2 | But 


t ad- 


An 


{| 


| ( 76) 
But to my guts if you give no heedin 
And _ fate dis — denies; B 
In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feait my eyes. 
ö RECITATIYI. 

His fellow- guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray, 

From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 

By honeſt means to gain his daily bread. 

Soon as the well-known proſpe& he deſcry'd, 

In blubbering accents dolefully he cry'd, 

| A1R. 
(Ellen a Roon.) 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe 
Sweet beef that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe 
: So taking thy ſight is, 
My joy, that ſo hght is, | 
To view thee, by pailfuls runs out at my eyes. 
While here I remain, my life's not worth 
farching. 
While here I remain, my life's not worth 


ng 
Ah, hard-hearted Loui! 
Why did I come to you ? 


The gallows, more kind, would "ME ſav'd me 


from ſtarving. | 
_. - RgerTATIVE. _- 
Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney fate, 


Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate : 


But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 
His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown afide : 


o 


With 


Wit 
The 


(77) 

With lifted hand he bleſs'd his native 
ler 5 Ra bewail dent. | 
IR. 

(The Broom of Cowdenknows.) | g 
How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, j 
Who was ſo blithe of late, vj 
& To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, | 
When hunger is ſo great 4 
yd, O the beef! the bonny beef, i | 
When roaſted nice and brown z | 

I wiſh I had a lice of thee, * 2 
How ſweet it would gang down ! Wl 
Ah, Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, | 
2 This ne'er had happ'd to me; 4 
J would the de'el had pick'd mine ey'n, 1 
i 
| 


Ere I had gang'd wi' thee. 

O thee beef, &c, | 
bh ReciTATIVE. 6 | 
Bat, ſee! my muſe to England takes her Aight, | 
Vhere health and plenty ſocially unite ; 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's 
ne, | 


And whips,and chains, and tortures are not known. El 


ho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 
In ruſtic fable give = leave to ſing. 

IR, a 
ate, Ils once on a time a young frag, pert and vain, 


d me 


y pateWeheld a large ox grazing g o'er the wide many 

„d, We boaſted his fize he could * uickly attain. 

fide: O the toaſt beef of Old England, 
Wing + And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


H 3 Then 


— 


- = « 


n 


* - 


x 


* 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able 
To ſee the Sir-loin ſmoking hot on our table, 


oO O the roaſt beef of Old England, 


+ . . 
Then eagerly RE bis weak little frame, 


Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 
Cry'd, ** Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to 
blame.” | 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 
But deaf to advice he for glory did thirſt; 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till 1 and ſtraining too hard made him 
burſt. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear; 

The ox is Old England; the frog is monſieur, 

Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


The French may een burſt like the frog in the 
fable, | 


And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


| Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Berg. 
FN NE Midfummer morning, when nature 
look'd gay, 


I The birds full of ſong, and the flocks full « 


lay; | 
When — ſeem'd to anſwer the ſmiles fror 
above, 
And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love 
My mother cried, Nancy, come haſte to the mill 


If the carn be not ground, you may ſcold if e 


* 


will 
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The freedom to uſe my tongue pleas'd me, no 
doubt; | | 
A woman, alas! would be nothing without : 
[ went tow'rds the mill without any delay. 
And conn'd o'er the words I determin'd to ſay: 
But when I came near it, I found it ſtock ſtill ; 
Bleſs my face now! cry'd I, huff them rarely I 
WIII. f | 
The miller to market that inſtant was gone; 
The work it was left to the care of his ſon : 
Now,. though I can ſcold well as = one Can, 
I thought *twould be wrong to ſcold the young 
man : 
I faid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me ſo ill; 
I muſt have my corn ground, I muſt, and I will. 


Sweet maid, cty'd the youth, the fault is not 
mine | 

No corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine : 

There's no one more ready in pleaſing the fair; 

The mill ſhall go merrily round, I declare, 

But hark how the birds ſing, and fee how 

bill! | 

I muſt have a kiſs firſt, I muſt, and I will. 

My corn being done, I tow'rds home bent my 
way; vgs 

He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of moment to ſay # 

Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead. 

And there ſwore he lov'd me, indeed, and indeed! 

And that he'd be conſtant, and true to me lll; * 

And W that time I've lik d him, and lil him 


Ll 
- * 
will. N 
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often ſay, Mother, the miller I'll huff; 

She laughs, and cries, Go, girl, ay, plague 
him enough ; 

And ſcarce a day paſſes but, by her defire, 

I get a ly kiſs from the youth I admire. 

If wedlock he wiſhes, his wiſh P11 fulfil, 

And Pl! anſwer, O yes! with a hearty good: 
will. 


—_ 2 , 


By Mr. Beard, and Miſs Brent, in Thomas and 
| Sally. Set by Dr. Arne. 


Thomas. 
Lr fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt; 
I ſpeak without diſguiſe or art, 
And with my hand beſtow my heart. 
E. Sally. 
4 Let ladies prudiſhly tiny y. 
Look cold, 72 give their 8 the he 3 ; 
Ton the paſſon i in my breaſt, 
2 And long to d make my lover bleſt. Wine 


ne © Thomas. Tis ' 
ep $6. this the failor, on the maſt, 2 
Andures the cold and cutting blaſt; * 
All dripping wet, wears out the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight. Ther 
* Sally. 


For this the virgin -pines, and ſighs, 
* throbbing heart, and ſtreaming eyes, —_ 


0 


Till ſweet reverſe 4 2 proves, 
And claſps the faithful lad ſhe loves. 


gue Duwitto. 
Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, you'll find, 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind; 3 - 
protect their beauty from alarms, 

And they'll repay you with its charms. 


The UNION of LOVE and WINE, 
Set by Mr. Baildon. 


Win.: women and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life E 
For life without theſe, &c. 

Each wniping the other, in in pleaſure Troll, 

And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul; 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn,” 
I never ſhall alter my conduct for them ; - -, _- 
I care not how-much they my meaſures decline, 
Let en havetheir own humour, and Tf kavs 


Wine rud us'd will our Gabe tam 
Win prodenty ao of life, e 
* 1 ne er N. la with a ſmile o di wine, 
As when r 8 
from the vine. 


= 
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. 
Then giving and taking in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 
But ſhouldſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 


My bumper Þ'11 quit to be bleſt with thy love; 


For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 
My bottle I'Il break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 


— 


» 


LABOUR n VAIN. 


N purſuit of ſome lambs from my flocks that 
have ſtray' d, | | 
One morning I rang'd o'er the plain; 
But, alas ! after all my reſearches were made, 
I perceiv'd that my labour was vain. 


At length growing hopeleſs my lambs to reſtore, 
I reſolv'd to return back again; ws 
It was uſeleſs, I thought, to ſeek after them more 
Since I found that my labour was vain. 
On this my return, pretty Phœbe I ſaw, 
And to love her I could not refrain; 
To folicit a kiſs, I approach'd her with awe, 
But ſhe told me my labour was vain. 
But Phcebe, I cried, to my ſuit lend an ear, 
And let me no longer complain; 
She reply'd, with a frown, and an aſpect ſevere, 


- * Young Colin, your labour's in vain. 


Then I eagerly claſp'd her quite cloſe to my 
breast, | 

And kiſs'd her, and kiſs'd her again; 
O Colin, ſhe cry'd, if you're rude, I proteſt 
That your labour ſhall ſtill be in vain. 


At 


ve, 
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At length, by entreaties, by kiſſes and vows, - 
Compaſſion ſhe took on my pain; 

She now has conſented to make me her ſpouſe, 
So no longer I labour in vain, 


** — 


— 


By Mr. Beard, in the Summer's Tale. 


GEE how the genial god of day 

Salutes the warm, the bluſhing year; 
Chear'd by his beams, how bright, how gay, 
The fields, the groves, the flowers appear ! 


And hark ! in yonder vocal bower 

The turtle plies his amorous theme, 

All nature owns love's mighty power, 
And deeply drinks the quick*ning beam. 


And, tell me, do theſe ſcenes impart 
No friendly warmth to thee alone ? 
Wilt thou nor give me back my heart, 
Nor yet repay me with thine own ? 

Ah! why woy'd nature make thee fair, 
And not diſpoſe thee to be kind ? 


To love, alas! is to deſpair, 
And not to love is to be blind. 


— —— e f - 
By Mr. Shuter, in the Summer's Tale. 


HERE lies your road — ſweet Sir, adien 

My daughter is no match for you: 

She's gone from home; ſhe's ſick ; ſhe's dead; 
In ſhort, ſhe vows ſhe will not wed * 
To any gentleman in red. 


Nay, 


| 0 84 

Nay „never frown, and look ſo bluff, 
You re fairly ſped ; you've ſaid _— 
The man who let's 17 Reynard 

When once he's caught — in — nooſe, 
Richly deſerves to ſole his ”—_ 


1 
x 
a — ͤ äAmi ink 


By Mrs. e in the Summer's Tale. 


Naughty „naughty garden ! 
O What - Fu: mmgh — 
I pray your worſhip pardon, 
I muſt away this minute. 155 
I muſt away: 
Farewel ! good day ! 
Sir Antony, pray, excuſe me : 
The more a Amke views thee, 
The ſurer ſhe'll refuſe thee. 
Nay, let me paſs; 
Oh fie! alas! 
You'd nearly caught a fall, Sir, . 
Vil be within your call, Sir. E 


f —— 
—_— * — 


3 Miks Brent, in the Summer's Tale. 
0 Love, tyrannic god, whoſe fatal dart 
I feel 


Subdues all nature to its proud controul; 
thy vengeful ſhaft transfix my heart, 
And yield to thee the — of my ſoul. 


25 (#5) 


By Mrs. Vincent, in the Summer's Tale. 


EAR girl, never truſt to thy charms, 
Youth's fugitive ſeaſon improve; 
Oh! take the dear man to thine arms, 
— & Nor bluſh at an innocent love. 


Too ſoon and that ſweet roſy bloom, 
That elegant form ſhall decay; 
That hair like the raven's dark plume 


Shall be filvering over with grey. 


The fops that now flutter around 
Shall find ſome more favourite fair; 
Whilft you drop deſpis'd to the ground 
With envy conſum'd and deſpair. 


Then liſt to the counſel I give 
And be not by flatt'ry betray'd ; 
Left you ſhou'd be fated to live 
Like me a neglected old maid. 


— * 


By Mrs. Mattocks, in the Summer's Tale. 


HII. E on earth's ſoft lap deſcending 
Lightly falls the feather'd ſnow; _ 

Nature awfully attending 1 

Each rude wind forbids to blow. 

White and pure awhile rin 5 

Earth her 1 75 in os Ut ok 1 

Soon the ckle ſeaſon veering, 

Her deluded boſom bares. 


5 Tae, 
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Thus my fooliſh heart believing, 
Liſten'd to his artful tongue; 
All his vows of love receiving, 
On each flattering accent hung. 
* Fondly for a time miſtaken 
Love and joy conceal'd my fate; 
Now alas! at length forſaken, 
Sad experience comes too late.” 


1 * — 1 
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By Mr. Dyer, in the Summer's Tale. 


We heaves my breaſt with frequent ſighs? 
Whence riſes this ſoft perturbation ? 
In vain my heart each effort tries 
To combat its fond inclination. 
How helpleſs am I! 
Where ſhall I fly? 
Where ſhall poor Henry for ſuccour apply ? 
So fixt 1s the dart, 
Too feeble my art 
To aſſuage the unſpeakable ſmart, 


hm 


By Miſs Brent, in the Summer's Tale. 
Ju H! what can defend a poor maiden from 
love: 
Ve prudes, your expedient impart, 
This pleaſing intruder how ſhall I remove, 
And guard the ſoft paſs to my heart ? 


Of mothers and wives how wretched the lives, 
Your's alone is the ſenſible plan 
| They 
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They only are bleſt like you who deteſt 
That horrible creature call'd man. 


But when at our feet the fond wretches we view, 
How can one refufe em? 
Or ſcornfully uſe *em ? 

Ah! was it your caſe, ye coy virgins, cou'd you? 


— 
_— 


By Mr. Morris, in the Summer's Tale. 


V E * ſo faint-hearted, who ſigh for the 
air, 
$0 brim-full of love, but of money ſo bare; 
Ye 28 ſo ſtout, who make ſlaughter your 
trade, 
Who ſtand to a man, but who fly from a maid : 
Wou'd Jo conquer alike both the fair and 
e foe, | 
Strike am my dear honey! and follow your 
o ö 
If the damſel conſents, take her ſtrait in the mood, 
If not, gently force her, tis all for her good. 


9 — 


I 
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By Mr. Beard, in the Summer's Tale. 


OO K back, behold ! 
The ſhining gold; 
Come, take, and air uſe it, 
Hark! hark, it chinks! 
Sweet ſound; methinks 
No lawyer can refuſe it. 


12 So 


May be your's for the turn of the ſcale. 


(88) 
See! here's a bribe 
For half your tribe, 
And will you then be jogging! 
Tis generous wine, 
How bright! how fine! 
Come, take another noggin. 
I ſee you relent 
Tis enough, be content; 3 
Two ſuch pleaſing allurements what ſaint can 


| withſtand, 
The glaſs at the lips, and the gold in the hand? 


By Mr. Dunſtall, in the Summer's Tale. 


's agreed; ſay no more; 
ee Ber 
IT am yoyr's, my lad, body and foul : 

Thus for better, for worſe, 
| oo hands with your purſe ; 
And I warrant I'll manage the whole. 


Fill a glaG, my brave boy! 


What is honour ?—A toy: 

What is honeſty, friendſhip or fame? 
Give me gold, and all theſe 
T can buy when I pleaſe, | 

And put beggarly virtue to ſhame. 
Politicians, 4 ſay, 
Only ſtruggle for pay, 

Each 2 — up 19 to ſale; 
And the patriot ſo nice, 
When you bid to his price, 


Then 


Te 


Ar 


Nor aſk of Heaven a fairer lot, 


| ( 8g ) 
Then draw out your hoard, 

Count it down on the board, 

To refuſe it I won't be ſo mad; 
Since there can be no doubt, 
Shou'd one lawyer hold out, 

But that more of the trade may be had. 


8 


By Mr. Shuter, in the Summer's Tale. 


Arewel, fond unhappy creature 
See, for me poor Clara dies; 
Light'ning blaſt each murd'rous feature, 
lind theſe fatal, fatal eyes! a: 
Yet what means this fond bewailing ! 
Let the wretched fair one die ; 
If my form is fo prevailing, 
Nature is in fault, not I. 


— — — „ —_ 


By Mr, Beard, in the Summer's Tale. 


ROM clime to clime 
: Let —_ run g 
From riſing to the ſetting ſun ; 
To kill ref de:: 
With giddy trembling haſte, 
Let the vain creatures fly, 
To ſearch for dear vanity, | | 
And catch ſhort gleams of fluctuating taſte. - 
Fixt to my native ſpot, 
With eaſe and plenty crown'd, 
Content I look around, 
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No vineyards here demand my care, 
No ſpicy gales perfume the air, 

No citron groves ariſe; 

The rugged ſoil, 
Hardly obedient to the peaſant's toil, 
Such ſoft luxuriance denies. 
Yet nature with maternal hand 
A nobler dower has giv'n ; 
Valour, the birthright of the land, 
And Liberty, the choiceſt gift of Heaven. 


— 


Buy Mr. Morris, in the Summer's Tale. 


HEN' a maid's in the mind to marry, 
He's an aſs that thinks ſhe'll tarry ; 
Take my word there's no time to dally, 
Pr'ythee don't ſtand hilly, ſhally, 

Shilly, ſhally, fooliſh man! 


Shou'd ſhe look before ſhe leaps, Sir, 

Or not wed before ſhe ſleeps, Sir, 

You are left in the lurch; all is over! 

She is fled to ſome happier lover, 
And you may go hang, fooliſh man! 


„ 


By Mr. Barrington, in the Summer's Tale. 


O Think not that Paddy will palter 
Becauſe he has broke a rogue's pate, 
The man that's afraid of a halter, | 
Deſerves not fo lofty a fate. 


| SZ SO 
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ad then of my life there's an end. 


(91) 

O Connor fo nobly deſcended 

Will never ſo meanly deſcend ; 

For why ; when my life it 1s ended, 


On her lip rich nectar lies. 


— — 


By Mr Shuter, in the Summer's Tale. 
WI E = children are wedded all and 


With a a — that way, and every way; 
And a happy day will be that day, 

When they've left me to myſelf alone, 

With a this way, &c. 

And I wou'd they were gone every one, 
Then will I ſeek out for a wife, 

With a this way, &c. 

And a happy day will be that day, 

When I renew a wedded life, 

With a this way, &c. 

For every way I'll pleaſe my wife. 

But ſhou'd ſhe pune! wayward, pert and bold. 
With a this wa 

What a locklell day day per be that day, 
When I lighted firſt upon a ſcold, 

With a this way, &c. 

Ah! ! what way's left for me that am old ! 


* — 


By Mr. Tenducci, : at Ranelagh Gardens. 


AIR's my Lucy as the day,. 
Brighter than the blooming May; 


Cupid revels in her eyes; 
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When ſhe moves, tis Juno walks; 
When ſhe ſpeaks, Minerva talks; 
When ſhe fangs, th' angelic ſtrain 
Might aſſwage the fierceſt pain. 
Claſp'd within her ſnowy arms, 
Bleſt with all her world of charms z 
Thus enthron'd let me expire, 
Gods ! ' tis all that I deſire. 


8 
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By Mr. Tenducci, at Ranelagh Gardens. 
EAR me, ah! do not fly me; 
Pity, do not deny me. 

Alas! what cruel pain 
I feel from cold diſdain, 
Will you then leave me? 
Can you deceive me ? 
Ah! think what raging ſmart 
Now rends my tortur'd heart. 
In vain I figh and languiſh, 

Nor can his heart regain ; 
He glories in my anguiſh, 
And triumphs in my pain. 


— — 


By Mr. Tenducci, at Ranelagh Gardens. 
to” deceitful fair one, leave me, 
All thy treach'rous arts are vain ; 
Soothing ſmiles ſhall ne'er deceive me, 
Nor thy frowns e' er give me pain. 
So, deceitful, &c. 
| Love's 


ve's 


Love's 
Robb'd my generous ſoul of reft; 


Reaſon 
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reſiſtleſs power invading, - 


» honour, glory, aiding, 


Drove the wk from my breaſt. 
Go, deceitful, &c, 


To ſome favour'd rival fly, 
Fold him in thy wanton arms ; 
Sooth him ; careſs him ; then betray, 
Till, like me, he curſe thy charms. 
52 . &c. 


— — 


= 
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Cruel maid, thy ſcorn forbear, 
Nor thus my tender boſom tear, 


Ab! judge 


Wich agoniſing ſmart; 

My ſoft complainings hear, 
Behold the falling tear ! 

what anguiſh rends the heart. 


By Mr. Tenducci, at Ranelagh-Gardens, © 


Come, God of Love aſſert thy ſway, 


And make the fair thy laws obey ; 
Till foft relenting, 
And kind conſenting, 


Eaſe th 
I feel 1 pain 


Come, God of Love, affert thy fways 


And make the fair thy laws obeys 
O cruel, maid, &c. 


By 
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By Mr. Tenducci, at Ranelagh Gardens. — 
EN Us, queen of tender paſſions, 
Soft diſpoſer of the arg * 
All thy amorous inolinations, 4 1 
To my Chloe's breaſt impart. Gr 
Venus, &c. "ou 
Like the glitt'ring ſnake extended, Oo 
. On a fragrant bank of flow'rs, By 
In my Chloe's breaſt are blended / 
Scorn and beauty's fatal pow'rs. 
: Venus, &Cc. 


Turn, "mn Chloe, turn and hear; 
Pity wretched Damon's woe ; 
' Alas, what human heart can bear 
The force of ſcorn and beauty too ! 
£ = Venus, &c. 


: And 
By Mr. Tenducci, at Ranelagh Gardens. 
1 EE D, my dear, in vain you ſtrive - 
To keep a ling'ring flame alive; = 
And tho' you fret, and vex, and teaze, ” 
No longer can your beauties pleaſe. 1 * 
Why do you ſigh, and think it ſtrange, Nor 


That I ſhould rove, that I ſhould range ? 
Obſerfe-all Nature's work, you'll ſee _ 
They juſtify inconſtancy. In 
The ſun and moon alternate riſe, 2 
The ſtars do wander in the ſkies % Alt | 


The 
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The earth doth all her bounties bear 
From ſeaſons varying thro” the year. 


Then fince 'tis Nature's law to change, 
Tis Conſtancy, alone, 1s ſtrange ; 
And why, my dear, ſhould I pretend 
Great Nature's ſtatutes to amend ? 


. 
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By Mr. Mattocks and Miſs Brent in Thomas 
and Sally. 


"SQUIRE, 


ELL met, pretty maid ; 
Nay, don't be afraid; 
mean you no miſchief, I vow ; 
Pſhaw ! what is't you ail? 
Come, give me your pail, 
And PI carry it up to your cow, 


SALLY. 


Pray let it alone, 
I've hands of own, | 
Nor Need your's to help me — Forbear ! 
How can you perſiſt ! 
F won't, Sir, be kiſt, 
Nor teaz'd thus —— Go trifle elſewhere. 


"SQUIRE. 


In yon lovely grove, 

Ffaw.an alcove, © 228 
Alf round the ſweet violet ſprings; - a. | 
as | And 
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And there was a thruſh, 
Hard by in a buſh, 


*Twould charm you to hear how he fings. 


SALLY. 


But hark ! pr'ythee hark! 
Look yonder's a lark ! 
It warbles and pleaſes me ſo, 
To hear the ſoft tale, 
O' th' ſweet nightingale, 
I wou'd not be tempted to go. 
SQUIRE. 
Then here we'll fit down: 
Come, come, never frown ! 
No longer my bliſs L'Il retard! 
Kind Venus ſhall ſpread 
Her veil over our head, 
And the little rogue Cupid keep guard. 


CG 


A DRINEING SONG. 


(Tune, Says Plato, why ſhould Man be Vain. 
LL fill the bowl with ſparkling wine, 


TI 
F The joyous rich repaſt prepare; 


Drink, drink, my friends, and ne'er repine, 
Of fortune's frowns let others ſhare: 


Thoſe ſhe exalts are but her ſport, 


The play-things of her fickle mind ; 
And thoſe who moſt her favours court, 


Axe in her gifts the moſt behind. 


Fo 
Dr 
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Then unconcern'd, let life glide on, 
Let mirth employ the Bein hour, 

For e' er to- morrow 's rifing ſun, 
The fates may ſnatch it from our pow'r. 

Drink on, and puſh the glaſſes round, 
Let hope to-day prevent deſpair ; 

Let mirth, and joy, and wine abound, 
To-morrow is not worth our care. 


—ü— V ë-“AG— 
ODE toMAY. Sung at Ranelagh, 


by AIREST daughter of the day, 
Lovely goddeſs, ſprightly May; 
Hither _ with roſes _— 
Painting where you tread the ground, 
At the brd approach of + 
Shoots the mulb'ry, luſcious tree ; . 
Vines their tender leaves unfold, 
Nor the fig-tree dreads the cold. 


Nymph divine, behold the flow'rs 
Riſe to thy vernal ſhow'rs ; 
ain. Woodbines ſpangled o'er with dew, 
Deck their arborets for you ; | 
e, Tulips rear their glitt'rĩing heads, 
Pinks adorn their fragrant beds: 
ne, And the ſilver lillies ſwell, : 
And the golden aſphodel. | 
Goddeſs with thy veſt of . 
Goddeſs with thy youthful mien; 
Come and bring thy mines of wealth, 
Gladneſs and her parent — 


'Thet 
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—_ along thy virgin train, 
Chaſe away grim care and pain. 
Now the loves and graces all, 
Throng obedient to thy call. 


* —_— 


— 


 PLATO's ADVICE. 


AY S Plato, why ſhould men be vain ! 
Since bounteous heav'n has made him 
great; 

Why looketh he with inſolent/diſdain, 

On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate? 

Can coſtly robes or beds of down, 

And all the gems that deck the fair; 

Can all the glories of a crown, 

Give health or eaſe the brow of care: 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd flave, 
The humble and the haughty die ; 

The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt without diſtinction lie. 

Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore ; 

Their wealth and glory is bereft, 
And all their honour is no more, 


So flies the meteor thro? the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train, 
When ſhot, tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again, 917 


So 


IS 
n 3 LES 


So 
Le 


him 
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TT WI 
So 'tis with us, my jovial ſouls, 
Let friendſhip reign while here we ſtay ; 
Lets crown our joy with flowing bowls, 
When Jove he calls we muſt away. 


—__————_—_——TDO©CDL_—_ - . 


— 


MYRTILLA. 


E chearful virgins, have ye ſeen 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 

To roſe or jeſs'mine bow'r? 6 

To roſe, &c. | 3 1 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade ? 1 
For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 17 

Sweet as the May-born flow'r. 

Sweet as the May-born flow'r, 

Sweet, ſweet as the May-born flow'r. 


Her cheeks is like the maiden roſe 
Join'd with the lilly as it blows, 
Where each in ſweetnefs vie. 
Like dew drops gliſt'ning in the morn, 
When Phcebus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 
Her ſong is like the linnet's lays 
That warbles chearful on. the ſpray, 


Io hail the vernal beam. 
Her heart is blither than her ſong, 


Her paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth gliding ſtream. 


K 2 


( 100 
By Miſs Brent, in the Jovial Crew. 


O woman her envy can ſmother, 
* Tho! never ſo vain of her charms ; 
a 


uty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The pride of her heart it alarms, 
I New conqueſts ſhe ftill muſt be making, 
| Or fancy's her power grow leſs ; 
Her poor little heart is aching 
At fig ſight of another's ſucceſs, 
But nature defign'd, 
In love to mankind, 
hat different beauties ſhould move, 
Still pleas'd to ordain, 
None ever ſhould reign, 
Sole monarch in empire or love. 
Then learn to be wiſe, 
New triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your nei 
If one cannot e, 
Vou'll find by degrees, 
You'l pot be contented with two. 


— — — — ——— 
di 


OO 3 


A CANTATA, 
wy nor; n 


REc1iTATIVE. 
Avi by the horn, like the ſpring 


| their due, 


* OO" OOO "IO OY 


deck'd in green, 
Betimes in the ern the hunters are ſeen, 
With joy on each brow they enliven the place, 


And impatiently wait for to join in the _ 
Aix. 


| 
% 
| 


pring i 


Ng 
ace, 
ace. 


Alx. 


\ 


i ( 101 ) 
Air. 


From his cloſe covertrouz'd, the ſtag ſwiftly flies, 
As the arrow that's ſhot from the bow. 

O'er rivers and mountains, all danger defies, 
And fears nothing but man his work _ 

From his cloſe, &c. 


Now they trace him thro* the copſe 


Panting, ſtruggling, ſee he rs. 
Hark! hark! rude clamours rend the 
While the dappled victinpdies, he dies. 
While the dappled, &c. 


Thus Britain's ſons in Harry's reign 
Purſu'd the trembling Gaul, 

Thro? ſtreams of blood, o'er hills of ſlainz 
And triumph'd in his fall. 


Now hoftile foes alarm, 

Arm arm Britannia arm. 

Then away, tis great George gives the word ; 

Quit the horn for the trumpet, the whip for the 
ſword. 

Quit, &c. 


Like _ valiant forefathers, ftern death let us 
% ce, 
Be as glorious in war as we are in chace. 


N Be as glorious, Kc. 


7 T 


By Mrs. Lampe, at Marybone-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Charles Lampe. 


O ME then, come, ye ſportive ſwains; 
Hither, jocund nymphs, advance: 
O'er the ſmooth enamell'd green, 
Lead along the ruſtic dance. 
Come, your grateful tributes pay, 
Hail the roſy morn of May. 


Now again the riſing year 

Calls us forth to mirth and joy ; 

Pining grief, nor ſordid care, 
Shall our feſtive rites annoy. 

Swell then, ſwell the chearful lay, 

Hail the roſy morn of May. 


The SEASON of LOVE. 


By Mrs. Lampe, at Marybone-Gardens, and 
by Mr. Dearle, at the Grotto-Garden. 


Set by Mr. Lampe. 


RIGHT Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er, 
His all-cheering beams do nature reſtore ; 

The cowſlip and dai, the vi'let and roſe, 

Each — each orchard, does fragrance diſ- 

| cloſe ; 

The birds chearful notes are heard in each grove, 
All nature confeſſes the Seaſon of Love. 


The 


Cant * | 6 


* (103) 

The nymphs and the ſhepherds come tripping 
amain, 

All haſten to join in the ſports of the plain ; 

Our rural diverſions are free from all guile, 

The face that is honeſt ſecurely can ſmile ; 

The heart that's ſincere in affection, may prove 

All nature's force the Seaſon of Love. | 


O come then, Philander, with Sylvia away, 

Our friends that expect us accuſe our delay; 

Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to — 2 : 

PI1 ſtrive, for my — the garland to win. 

But ſee his approach, whom my heart does ap- 
rove, 


Who makes ev'ry hour the Seaſon of "Tay 


By Mr. Mattocks, in Artaxerxes. 


We EN real joy we miſs, 
Tis ſome degree of bliſs, 


wy To reap ideal pleaſure, 
And 4 of hidden treaſure. 


The ſoldier d eams of wars, 
And conquers without ſcars; 
er, The ſailor in his ſleep 
e; Wich ſafety ploughs the deep. 


; So I, thro? fancy' s aid, 
if- Enjoy my heav'nly maid, 
And, bleſt with thee and love, 
e, Am greater far than Jove, 1 
b 12 — — %44 -T he 


he - 


( 104 ) 


The ESCARTATION. 
A favourite CANTATA. — by Miſs Brent 
at Ranelagh. Set by r. Arne. 


REciTATIVE. | 
HE kind appointment Czlia made, 
And nam'd the myrtle bow'r ; 
There, fretting, long poor Damon ſtay'd 
d the promis d hour: 
No longer able to _— 
9 ki | = 
With rage he tt is HEE 
And — chas his paſſi * = 


| | AIR. 'T] 

1 To all the ſex deceitful 

2 A long and laſt adieu, 

| Since women prove ungrateful 

As long as men prove true. 

The pains they give are many, 
e _ too — ha bear; 

The joys they give —if any, 

Few, ſhort, and inſincere. 

REciTATIVvE. 


Now Czlia, from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm retreat ; 

With modeſt bluſh ſhe begg'd excuſe, 
And chid her tardy feet. 


The ſhepherd, from each doubt releas'd, 
His joy could not reftrain, 

But, as each tender thought increas'd, 

Thus chang d his __—_ ſtrain, 


Ain 


Brent 


( 105 ) 
| AIX. 
How engaging, how endearing, 


N. a lover's pain and care 
d what joy the nymph's appearing 
After abſence or den Lair | N 
Women wiſe increaſe — 

By contriving kind delays ; 
And, advancing or retiring, 

All they mean is—more to pleaſe. 


. 


By Mr. Beard. Set by Mr. Howard. 
The Words by Paul Whitehead, Eſq; Poet- 
Laureat. | 


ReciTtTaTive, 
HEN Bacchus, jolly god, invites 
To revel in his ev'ning rites, 
In vain his altar I ſurround, 
Tho? with Burgundian incenſe crown'ld : 
No charms has wine without the laſs ; 
'Tis love gives reliſh to the glaſs. 


AIX. 


While all around, with jocund glee, 
In brimmers toaſt their favite 


Tho' ev'ry nymph my lips proclaim, 
My heart ill whiſpers Chloe's name : 
And thus with me, by am'rous ſtealth, 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Chloe's health. — 


( 106 ) 


By Mr. Tenducci, at Ranelagh. A 
Set by Signor Giardini. = 
N OT on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, | 
Which'no real joys impart, Tha 
Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure, A 
Did I fix my youthful heart. His 
Twas not Chloe's perfect feature, A 
Did the fickle wand'rer bind ; Vee 
Nor her form, the boaſt of nature ; 1 
_ *Twasalone her ſpotleſs mind. | _ 

Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
Which no real joys impart, | Ap 
Nor on heaps of fordid treaſure, A 
Did 1 fix my youthful heart. A b 
Take, ye ſwains, the real bleſſing, F 
That will joys for life enſure; Wit 
The virtuous mind alone poſſeſſing, 1 
Will your laſting bliſs ſecure. Her 
Not on beaitty's tranſient pleaſure, F 
Which no real 3 Wa 
Nor on heaps. of ſordid treaſure, I 
ul Did I fix my youthful heart. Of 
enn Wa n 
15 By Mral owe, at Marybone-Gardens. wy 
The Words by Mr. Lockman. He! 
I FX AINST the deſtructive wiles of man, 1 


=: Your hearts, ye fair ones, guard ; 
Their only ſtudy's to trepan, | 
And play a trickſter's card: f 
—_—. Wit 


WG 


( 107 ) 


With an delight poor women they ſlight, 
Amuſe, cajole, belie: 

Hence, girls! beware—look ſharp—take care; 
For men are wondrous ly, 


That Proteus man, like him of old, 
A thouſand forms will take ; 
His venal ſoul is all for gold, 
A crocodile, or ſnake. 
See his dire thread ! this ſpider ſpread 
To catch the female fly ; 
Hence, girls! beware—look ſharp—take care ; 


For men are wond'rous fly. 


A porcupine with rage inſpir'd, 
be n — hs he 1 bis dull. 
A baſilifk by frenzy fir'd, 
His ks by poiſon kills: 
With fraudful arts he ſteals their he arts, 
Then throws the baubles by: 
Hence, girls! beware —look marp—take care; 
For men are wond' rous ſly. 


Was the whole race of men to meet 
In one wide-ſpreading plain, 

Of conſtancy, of faith, to treat, 
And virtue's ſpotleſs train; 

To find a youth renown'd for truth, 
Whole ages we might try : 

Hence, girls irt 
For men are Wr fly. 


= 
" S — 


beware look ſharp - take care; 


( 108 ) 
The BRIDAL DAY; a CanTtarta. i By 


| By Mifs Smith, at Marybone-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Yates. 

| | | RRCITATIVE. 

| E ſwains, who reap the ripen'd corn, 

ny And with ſoft muſic hail the morn, 


Your fickles lay afide: 
| Hence, labour's —. hand, away; 
| In rural paſtime 3 the day, 
| To charm the new- made bride. 
| D — 
Wich roſes deck the jeſs' mine bow'rs ; Wh 
Beeſtrew the verdant mead with flow'rs, ; 
{4, That Phœbe paſs along; His 
| Hark, hark ! the feather'd race, on wing, For 
To love's ſoft impulſe warbling ſing 
Their ſoft melodious ſong. | Wh 
ALS RWNcIxrATIVE. e 1 
Then fill, ye ſwains, the rural reed; Nap 
Let art with nature vie; Pro 
Nor let the ſhrill ton'd lark impede The 
Vour partial harmony. | 
| AIR. He 
Wdhilſt blith as May morning, 8 
When nature looks charming, Th. 
The damſels ſhall dance on the green, 
Tis with beauty replete, "0 
I The fair Phœbe we greet, to 


And hail her our paſtoral queen. Anc 


(199) 
By Mrs. Vincent, at Vauxhall, and by Miſs 
Plenius, at Marybone-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Yates. 
OUNG Strephon, the artleſs, the danger- 


ous ſwain, 


My love and eſteem has attempted to gain; 


With the fame wicked arts he ſo oft had betray'd, 

He thought to ſeduce one more innocent maid ; 

But appris'd of his pow'r, of my weakneſs 
aware, 

T baſed his ſcheme, and avoided the ſnare ; 

For virtue I love, and was taught in my dawn, 


When I gather'd a roſe, to beware of the thorn. 


His tears I neglected, his oaths I deſpis'd ; 
For his heart by thoſe tears, by thoſe oaths, he 
diſguis'd : 

What —— he brought me I choſe to decline, 
(The prodigal bounty of art and deſign:) 

He coax'd, and he flatter'd, but flatter d in vain, 
And praQtis'd each art, on my weakneſs to gain ; 
Protected by prudence, I laugh'd him to ſcorn ; 
Tho' I fancy'd the roſe, yet I dreaded the thorn, 


He wantonly boaſted what nymphs he had won, 

What credulous beauties his arts had undone; 

He ſwore that his faith ſhould inviolate be, - 

That his heart and thoſe fair ones were victims 
to me: 

I told him thoſe victims, and faith, I'd deſpiſe, 

And from ſuch * would learn to be 442 


. 2 


Quickly, ah quickly! muſt I leave 
The joys which wine and beauty give; 


( 110 ) 


That I never wou'd proftitute virtue to ſcorn, 
Or ſmell at a roſe, .to be hurt by the thorn. 


Was the perjur'd betrayer aſham'd of his guilt; 
Was his paſſion on virtue, not wantonneſ;, 


built; 


Was his heart as ſincere as his oaths are profane, 
J could fancy (I own I could fancy) the ſwain: 
But experience has taught me *tis dang'rous 


to truſt, 
And folly to think he can ever be juſt ; 


So I'll Rifle my flame, and reject him with ſcorn, 
Leſt I graſp at the roſe, and be hurt by the 


thorn, 


CAN TAT A. By Mr. Stailey. 


AIR. 


7 HILE others barter exſe for ſtate, 
And fondly aim at growing great, 


Let me, (with roſy chaplets crown'd,) 


Stretch'd on the flow'r-enamell'd ground, 


The grape's nectareous juices quaff, 


Alternate ſing, and love, and laugh. 


- 
* 


Already ſee the purple juice 
Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe 


A ſecond youth !—— Again, the bowl 
With warm defires inflames my ſoul. 


RERCITATIYR. 


Soo 


(11) 
Soon muſt I quit my wonted mirth, 


2 And mingle with my parent earth, 
* Where kings, diveſted of their ſtate, 
ak. With ſlaves ſuſtain a common fate. 
AIR. 
fare, 
rain: [Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
7rous I Bleſt in the joys of love and wine: 
| Come, ye virgin throng, advance, 
And mangle in the ſprightly dance: 
corn, To the lyre's enchanting ſound 
y the] Nimbly tread the blithſome round; 
While the genial bowl inſpires 
Soft delight and gay deſires. 


* 


By Mr. Beard, in the Jovial Crew. 


Made love to Kate, 
Long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 
Till I heard of late, 
_ - She'd a mind for me: 
I met her on the green, 
In her beſt array; 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, 
She ſtole my heart away. 


Oh! then we kiſs'd and preſs'd; were we much 


to blame ? 


ſame. 
L 2 


Had you! been in my place, you'd have do 


* - 


lad you been in my place, you'd have done the 


42 


( 112 ) 


As I fonder grew, 
She began to prate, 
Quoth ſhe——PII marry you, 
And you ſhall marry Kate; 
But then I laugh'd, and ſwore, 
I lov'd her more than ſo; 
Ty'd each to a rope's end 
Is tugging to and fro. 
Again we ile and preſs d; were we much to 
blame? 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done 
the ſame. 


Then the ſigh'd, and ſaid, as 
She was wond'rous ſick, 


+ — DickyKayled, 


Katy the led Dick: 
Long we toy'd and play'd 


3 nder yonder oak, 


Katy loſt the 5 
Tho? ſhe play'd in joke; 
For there we did, alas! what I dare not name; 
ſame. 56 | 


—— * 2 — 1 


— 


| "Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Baildbn. 


"TJ ARE! the birds begin their lay, 
Flowrets deck the robe of May : 
See the little lambkins bound, 
"Playful, o' er the clover- ground; 
| While 


* 
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While the heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow ; 
While the heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow. 


Now the nymphs and ſwains advance. 
O'er the lawn in perfect dance; 
Garlands from the hawthorn bough 
Grace the happy ſhepherd's brow; 
While the laſſes, in array, 

Wait upon the queen of May; 
While the, &c. 

Innocence, content and love, 

Fill the meadows and the grove; 
Mirth, that never wears a frown, 
Health, with ſweetneſs all her own; 
Labour puts on Pleaſure's ſmile, 
And pale Care forgets his toil ; 
Labour puts, &c. 

Ah! what pleaſures ſhepherds know! 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow ; _ 
Love improves each happy hour, 
Grandeur has not ſuch in ſtore. 
Learn, ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is innocence ; 

Learn, ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is innocence. 


LOVE and CONSTANCY. 


' Sung atRanelagh. Set by Dr. Arne, 
L* G time my heart had roy'd, 25 


Inconſtant as the wind; 
Each girl I ſaw, I ſwore I lov'd, 


L 3 Tn 


(114) 
"Till one my heart confin'd, £5 
*Till one my heart confin'd, | C 
The maid was blithe, was young and fair, 
From affeQation free; | 
The maid was blithe, was young and fair, 
From affectation free: 
No imperfection did appear, 
While ſhe look'd kind on me; 
No imperfection did qppear, 
While ſhe look'd on me. 


When her my pain I told, 
And all my grief confeſs'd, 

The inſolence of female pride 
Her cold diſdain expreſs'd, 
Her cold, &c. 


The beauty I eſteem'd before, H 
Appear'd deformity ; s A 
The beauty, &. 1 Bi 
Each charm I thought a charm no more, H 
She was unkind to me: A 
Each charm, &c. 1 Be 


Forbear, fond youth, no more 
The ſex's weakneſs ſcan; 

Twas not inconſtancy, or pride, 
But trial of the man, 
But trial of the man: 

When time had prov'd my flame ſincere, 

She own'd-the ſame to me, 
hen time, &c. 

Not love alone can win the fair, EONS 
But love and conſtancy : y 

Not love, &c. 


CYMON 


N 


( 115 9 


CYMON and IPHIGENITA. A Cantata. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. Set by Dr. Arne. 
| | RECITATIVE. 


EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep em- 
bow' ring ſhade 

Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 

A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 

Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 

Thither retir'd from Phœbus ſultry ray, 

And lulPd in fleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 

Cymon a clown, who never dreamt of love, - 

By chance was ſtymping to the neighb'ring 
grovez C2375 COTS EN... 

He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 

And whiftled as he went, for want of R Wag. : 

But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd—he ftar'd—her lovely form ſurvey'd; 

And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 

Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 


AIX. 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene ; = 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, | 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay d, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 
Tod lovely Iphigene. 


RrC ITA 


_- 


( 116) 
RegciTaTivVE. 


She wakes, and ſtarts poor Cymon trembling 


. Rands; 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe * 
Oh, Cymon ! if it is you I need not riſe; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain: 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not flent long, 
But thus with extacy purſu'd his ſong: 
Alx. | + 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
wanton ringlets, down thy neck ; 
Thy * mien, 
Thy love- inſpiring mien; 
Thy 1 boſom, fkin of ſnow, 
Aud taper ſhape, inchant me fo, 
I die for Iphigene, 
I die for Iphigene. 


REeciTaTive. 


Amaz' d, ſhe liſtens, - nor can trace from whence 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with fenſe : 
She gazes—finds him — tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his auk' ard gate; 
Bids him be fecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
Thus mighty love cou'd teach a clown to plead; 
And nature's language ſureſt will fucceed. + 


in Art, 


„„ 0 


Er 


(7) 
Arn. 


Love's a pure, a facred fire, 

Kandling gentle, chaſte defire ; 

Love can rage itſelf controul, 

And elevate, and elevate the human ſoul : 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 
Had made our lives of too long date ; 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
Bleſt with beauty and with love, 

We taſte what angels do above. 

What angels do above. 


1 ado lh... ad. — 


DUET. By Mr. Beard and Miſs Young. 
WW HEN Phœnbus the tops of the hills dot 


adorn, 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn! 
When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left be behind on the plain : 
But fill we purſue, and now come in view of 
the glorious game. 


O ſee how again he rears up his head, 
And winge with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed : 
But, oh!] tis in vain that he flies, | 


That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe 
1 the cties : 

For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 
And he pants till with well-ſcented h ſuf- 
...--- rounded he dies. | 


By 


— 


(ns) 


By Mr. Champnes, in the Entertainment of 
Arcadia. Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


Fond father's bliſs is to number his race, 

And exult on the bloom that juſt buds on 

their face; 

With their prattle he'll daily himſelf entertain, 

And read in their ſmiles their loPd. mother 
again, 

Men of pleaſures, be mute ; this is life's lovely 
view; 

When we look on our young ones, our youth 

we renew. 


Thus loving we live, and thus loving enj 
No deceit here diſtracts, no debauches d 
From the May-morn of youth to winter's wy ht 


age, 
Hand in hand with contentment we ſing thro” 


—_ life's tape ; 
And when death bids us ſtop, we end eaſy our 


ſong, 


* the gods thanks that we've liv d well 
ſo long. . 


— — 1 — 


r 


LOVE REWARDED. 


ITH Phœbus I often aroſe, 
Io feaſt on the charms of the * 


. The fragrance to ſmell of the roſe, 


Or liſten to hear the birds ſing: 


* & 


When 
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When linnets exalted their ſtrains, 
The muſic enchanted my ear; 
My eyes too were bleſs'd on the plains 
With various ſweet blooms of the year. 


When Chloe ſhone ſmiling ſo gay, 
I there fix'd the ſcene of delight ; 
My thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the day, 
I ſawher in dreams all the night: 
Still muſing on Chloe I walk'd, 

My harveſt no more in my thought: 
Of nothing but Chloe I talk'd ; 

Her ſmiles were the harveſt I ſought. 


No longer the warblers could pleaſe; 
No longer the roſes look'd gay; 
For muſic, and ſweetneſs, — eaſe, 
Were loſt, if my love was away: 
I tun'd to her beauties my lays, 
I ſtudy'd each art that could move; 
She took the kind tribute of praiſe, 
And paid it with fondneſs and love. 


— 
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* 
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She caſt a wiſhful look; zn 


The Words by Mr. Gay. New ſet by Mr. Jackſon, 
" RECITATIVE. 3 
7 17 S when the ſeas were roaring, A 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 9 
A damſel lay deploring, e 
All on a rock reclin'd : 


Wide o'er the foaming billows 16544 


Her 


( 120 ) 
Her liead was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. . BVY 


A1R. | + s | 
Twelve months are gone and over, | | 
And nine long tedious days, 
Why didft thou, vent'rous lover, = 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 
And let my lover reſt ; 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt ? 


| The merchant, robb'd o 8 
Views tempeſts with de 
| | But what's the loſs of — 
Io the loſing of my dear? 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, | | f 
Where 1d and di'monds grow, The 
You'd find a richer.maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. | But 
How can they ſay that Nature | | * 
Has nothing made in vain ? 
- Why then, beneath the water, 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
F ' - Noeyes thoſe rocks diſcover, Y 
E- That Jurk beneath the deep, The 
2 To wreck the wand ring lover, 


And leave the maid to weep. 


Thus melanchol 
Thus wail'd ſhe 1 — dear, 


3 aid each blaſt with ſighing, 


billow with a tear: 
When 


9 


ſen 
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When o'er the white waves ſtoopin 


8.4 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpy d; 
Then like a lilly 2 1285 
She bon'd het head=—and dy'd, 


mn — 
2 . I” _ 11 * 
— 


By Mr. Beard, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


\ROM plowing the ocean, and threſhing 


mounſeer, 


In Old England we're landed once more; 


Your hands, my brave comrades, halloo, boys, 


what cheer 
For a ſailor that's juſt come aſhore p 


Thoſe hectoring blades thought to ſcare us 3 
doubt, 8 na 


And to cut us and laſh us—Morbliey! © 
But hold there—avaſt—they were plaguily out; 
We have flic'd them, and pepper'd them too, 


Then courage, my hearts, your own 'conſe» 


ce know, 
Yon Waden ſhall ſoon do Ele | . 
The Lion may rouſe, when hears EL cock 
crow, p : 


But ſhould never be put in 1 
You've now laid aſide your nonſenſical jars 

Your damn'd patty and idle conteſt ; 1 
Then let all your * rife be, like us honeſt tars, 


ww al kight for his country the bet. 
* 4 


— ——— 


( 122 ) 


A ſea-faring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering gypſies look to't ; 3 

Sound bottoms they'll find us in ev'ry reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 

The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade and the like ; 

But *ware thoſe falſe colours, for better for 

worſe, 2 


Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 
Now long live the king, may he proſperous 


reign, 
Of no power, no faction afraid; 
May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay'd. 
No quickſands 1 er, no ſtorms overwhelm, 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe ſail; 
No i * iſows © eber ſit at her helm, 
2 Or her anchor of liberty fail. 


_— 


A HUNTING SONG. 
a "of Mr. Andrews, at Sadler's-Wells. 
32. RECITATIVE. 
H E whiſtling plowman hails the bluſhing 


dawn 
The thruſh Aae drowns the ruſtic note; 
Loud 3 the blackbird thro? mn 


— 


7 And th lack fours to mea te iing fun. 
: | Art 
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Ar. 


Away to the copſe, to the copſe laid away, 
And now my boys throw off the hounds, + 
TIl warrant he ſhews us, he ſhews us ſome play, 

See yonder he ſkulks thro? the grounds, 

See yonder he ſkulks thro the grounds. 


Then ſpur your þriſk courſers, ſmoke em my 
loods, 1 
"Tis a delicate ſcent lying morn ; 

What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo the hounds and the horn, 
The hounds and the horn, b 
The hounds and the horn, oY 
The hounds and the hornn, 

Betwixt echo the hounds and the horn. 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
The cover no ſafer can find ; | 

So he breaks it and ſcowers amain, - © © 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. 


O'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we ff, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 1. 
Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die, 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps through the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 

His ſpeed can no longer prevail, #7 
Nor his life, can his cunning prolong. - 


M 2 From 


; ( 224 ) | 
From our ſtaunch and fleet pack, 'twas in vain 
that he fled, 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn; 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him he dead, 
And ſhout to the found of the horn. 


— wv — 
4 mu —_—_—— * — — 


By Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


W ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter ? 
— ſecret grove or cave ? 
Fe and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
rom the young, the gay, the brave. 
fre ſtarch her 7 


Tho' with prudiſſi airs 

| StiWſhe-lon $5 and ſtill ſhe burns: 

| Cupid ſhoots Fre. Hayman's archer, 
Whhereſoe' er the damſel turns. 


| Virtue, youth, - good ſenſe, and beauty, 
(If diſcretion guide us not) 

Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 

Sometimes are the booby's lot: 


A ; Now they're purthas'd by the trader, 


Now commanded by 
Now fome ſubtle mean Hoa 15g 


Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 
O difcrerion ! thou'rt a jewel 


Or our grand-mamas miſtake, Loo” 
Stinting ame by bating wwel, 
00 6 


Would 


ould 


( 125 ) 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
eigh the licence, weigh the banns : 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 4 


4. 4 FW | 3 * — 4 * 
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SOMETHING NEW. 
By Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


| TN all mankind's promiſcuous race, 


The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wond'rous to purſue : 
And, both in country and in town, 
The curious courtier, cit and clown, 
Solicit Something New. 


The poets ſtill from nature take, 


And what is ready-made they make; 


Hiſtorians muſt be true: 


How therefore ſhall we find a road, | 


Thro' diſſertation, ſong, or ode, hin 4 
To give you Something New? | 
They ſay virginity is ſcarce 
As any thing in proſe or verſe, 
And ſo is honour too: 
The papers of the day imply 
No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for Something New. 


We ſee a-like the woeful dearth 
In melancholy, or in mirth ; 


M 3 


| , 
| 
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What then ſhall ladies do? | 
Seek virtue as th'immortuF prize; 
In fine, be honeſt, and be wiſe, \ 
For that is Something New. 


— 


The IDES of M Ax. 
By Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


HE proſpect clear d, around is heard 


The muſic of the hive; 


The bloſſoms blow, the ſpirits flow, 


And nature's all alive: 


In ev'ry grove the work is love, 


The word is, Sing and play ;” 
From eve to morn the ſages warn, 
Ve maids, beware of May!“ 


Each lively ſcheme, each am'rous theme, 
Our nymphs and poets chuſe; 


The dance delights, the ſong invites, 


As mirth provokes the muſe: 

The war's no more, our chiefs come o'er; 
Again the grave ones ſay, 

« Where'er ye tread, temptation's ſpread ; 
Beware the Ides of May!“ 


He 


Sh 


He 


Sh 


(7). : 2 


A Paſtoral al Dialogue. 2 at Vauxhall. 


He. AS TE, hafte, Phillis, haſte, tis che 
firſt of the May ! 
Hark, the goldfinches fing, to the wood 
let's away 
We'll pluck the pale primroſe ; nay, ſtart 
not my dear, | 
I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your ear, 
Pve ſomething to whiſper alone-in your ear, 


She. nn” fond ſwain, it has often been 
aid, 
The wood is unſafe for a maiden to tread; 
And awither'd old gypley, one day Ieſſ % 
Bid me ſhun the thick wood, and ſaid ſom 
thing beſide, 
Bid me ſhun, &c. 


He. 'Tis all a mere fable ; there's nothing 
fright ; 3 
There's mukc all day, and no ſpectres at 
night : ii 
No MEFs... but Cupid, believe me, is there, 
And Cupid's an Aeli, you * * fear, 
And Cupid's, &c. 


She. For all 3 ſay, when rd at the 
w 
Who 3 our deſign :? you may dare to 


So 


- | K 128) 


So l bid you farewel, and confeſs m afraid 
Lett Cupid and you be t00 hard for a tnaid 
| Leſt Cupid, &c. 


e. His dictates you wiſely at once ſhould ap 
ove, 
For pray what is life? it is pain without 


ve: k 
Think how youth, like the roſe, tho un B. 
gather'd, will fade ; 
Then quickly comply, left you die an ole 
maid, 


Then quickly, &c. 
She. By language as artful young Daphne was 


won; 
Thus courted, he yielded, was trick d, andi 
undone ; 
And rather than truſt the fine things yo 
have ſaid, —_ 
Let my _— decay, and * die an old 
maid, 
Let my beauty, &c. 
J He. Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the wind; 
N PI be oy, as the turtle, as fond, and as 


Win lead you to pleaſpre untaſted before, 
And make you a bride ; can a mortal do 


more ? 
\ * make you, &c. . 
„ 


„ 


2 \ 
| 1 
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bhe. 1 
ay no; 
To- min to church with my ſhepherd 
Pl 
To the I next, tho Cupid fo talk'd of 
be there, 
TY With j joy I'll away, and adieu to all fear, 
With joy, &c. 
„ un Both. Ye * to the woods never venture 


Till the 6 ien join your hands, you muſt 


n ole 
| anſwer, No no: 
Ye ſwains, 2 your fair ones be deaf to 
ou ; 
e wah | You muſt wear the ſoft chain; then they'll 
go where you will. 
„andi You mult wear the ſoft chain; then they'll 
go where you will. 
Lou” „ * % 
n od CAN TATA. By b Mrs. Scott, at Ranelagh 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 
a REctTATIVE. 
"Ind; S Delia, bleſt with e 'ery grace; 
id as Invok'd ſoft muſic's needleſs aid 


Completely conquer'd by her face, 
** Thus gentle Strephon ſmiling ſaid; 
0 
Alf . 
Where partial nature may deny 


The pow'r of beauty's — ce; 
She. Let tedious labour —— * 'S 2 - 


he 


5 (130) 

To ſwell the ſong, or form the dance; 
But let your charms alone ſuffice, | 
And truſt the muſic of your eyes. 


| ao. RONT ATIVE, 

Damon whochanc'd to over-hear, | 
Thus ſpoke as he approach'd more near: 
He flatters ; do not truſt the ſwain, 

But liſten to my honeſt train. 


Afr. 

Wonders are told of beauty's pow'r, 
Nor faintly warms the tuneful lay; 
Your voice and perſon ev'ry hour 
By dozens fteal our hearts away: 
Then how trifling is the prize, 

Since fops have ears, and fools have eyes 
Ah ! lovely nymph, indeed to bleſs, 

Select the worthieſt ſwain you've won, 
Who, prizing ſound and colour leſs, 
© Admires you for your ſenſe alone; 


Then leave all little arts behind, 


And ſtudy to improve the mind. 


By Miſs Brent. The Words and Muſic by 
| ..- - Dr. Arne, N 
YMPHS and ſhepherds, come away, 

Wanton in the ſweets of May; 

Trip it oer the flow'ry lawns, 

Wanton as the bounding fawns : 

- Frolic, buxom, blithe, and gay, 
Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away 

«OB 


either! in i Writing or Diſcourſe, 


1 Juſt Publiſh'd, Price TH.” 
THE 


Britiſh Letter Writer: 


O R, 


Letter-Writer's Complete Inſtructor. 


CONTAINING 2 


A Courſe of Letters on the moſt Uſeful, * 
tant, Inſtructive, and Entertaining Subjects, 
viz. Bus1ness, FRIENDSRHIT, Love, and 
Marr1aceg, Wir and Humovs, InsTRUC+ 
Tion, Apvice, COMPLIMENTS, ConDa-= 
LANCE, RELicion and MoraLiTY, &c. 


Together with Letters to and from Illuftrious 
Perſons, Parents and Children, Brothers, 
Siſters, and other Relations, &c. 


The whole calculated to enable the Reader ts 
write Letters on every Occaſion of * with- "| 
out any further Inſtructions. „ 


To which is added, 


A plain and eaſy Engliſh Gx ANMHIAR, a com- 
plete SPELLING DicTiONnaRy, and Inftruc- 


tions for Addrefling Perſons. of all Ranks 


OI 


Juſt Publiſh'd, Price One Shilling, 


SHIBBOLETH:; 


O R, 


Every Man a Free-Maſon, 


CONTAINING 


A HrsToxy of the Rise, PRoGREss and PRE 
SENT STATE, of that AncienT and NoBLy 
ORDER, 


LIKEWISE 


The true and original Form uſed in making a 
Fr ET Mason; with the Lectures, Oaths and 
Obligations, of each Degree.—— The Sign 
Token, and Word, by Obſervation of 
which a Perſon may gain Admittance into any 
Lodge, and paſs for a FREE and AccEr TED 
Mason, with many curious Obſervations and 
- Remarks, worthy the Notice of Free Maſqus, 
and others, | 


- "nn 


By a PASS'D MASTER. 


TO WHICH 18 ADPED, 


A New and Comyerere LIST of the 
Regular and Conſtituted Lodges, &c, 


